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ADVERTISEMENT. 



It was a mere accidental circumstanoe that sug- 
gfestjfid the idea of the following colle£lion: but with 
this the public have no concent They are more 
interested in the information, that the greater part of 
these poems was never before printed. 

With iiespeft to the amngemmt of tbe poems, the 
reader will perceive, that they are dassed accacding to 
thdr different species^ and tbat^ in each class, they 
generally succeed each other, according to the- alpha- 
betical direSion of their sigpatures. 



For the SignatMres, 




D.R. 


M. 


F. 


N. 


I. B. C. 


V. 


K. 


W.D. 


L.E. 


Y. 



Ae Editor is not at liberty to mentioa any name. 
The diffidence of the writers imposes on him this re- 
otramt. Yet, of one jnece in particular, thougjli it 
remain anonymous, he cannot sukwcss his sentiments. 

The 



yoi> L 



\ 



VI ADVERTISEMENT. 

The Odi signed G. must be ranked among the hap- 
piest produftions of a young and glowing imagmdon. 
It is written with all the delicacy of Collins : while it 
preserves the independence of an origbal, it breathes 
all his sensibilities-r-all his fine spirit ! The very soul 
of Collins seems to have been transfused into its 
author! With regaixi to the other signatures, the 
Editor is happy in bdng permitted to gratify the 
curiosity of his readers. 

The Poem with the signature B. was written by 
the late Rev. Samuel ^AncncK. Perhaps it is the 
only one remaining, by his d^ant peob which he 
would not have chosen to conceal from the public. 

The Poems signed B. E. were written by Mr. 
John Bampfylde. All who read these specimens 
wiU probably join with his friends in lamenting, that 
the eariy promises of an amiable and accomplished 
mind were frustrated by a cruel, and, it is to be 
feared, an irrecoverable disorder. 

But it is with the most lively satisfii^on, that the 
Editor announces the author of the poems signed D. 
Dr. DowNMAN, M.D. of Exiter\ to attempt a de- 
lineation of whose literary charafter would be, in diis 
place, frivolous and impertinent^ though his poetical 

assistance, 




ADVERTISEMENT* \n 

assistance, on the present occasion, deserves the 
wannest acknowledgment, since the little he hath con- 
tributed, stamps a value on the work, which must 
necessarily secure it from oblivion. 

D* £. is the signature of Edward Drewe, esq; 
of Exeter. The " Military Sketches" of this gentle- 
man, humourous, spirited, and brilliant, have been for 
several years before the public; who have just cause, 
indeed, to regret that be has not favoured them with 
other specimens of his talents. And these few pieces 
of Mr. Drewe, whilst they reflect fresh lustre on 
bim as a poet, must excite a wish that bis-literary 
pursuits were less inteirupted. 

The poems marked £• are the produAion of Mr. 
Emett, of Exeter. It was ¥dth difficulty that the 
Editor could prevail on this gentleman to suffer his 
name to be mentioned. Such modesty is the surest 
criterion of that merit which Mr. Emett's poetry 
more peculiarly possesses; the merit of refined senti* 
pient— of an elegant iipd feeling mind* 

In the mean time it was an honour for which the 
Editor could scarcely hope, in moments of the most 
sanguine expeflation, to have the " Poet of Arthur" 
for his associate in this work. But to be favoured 

with 



Vlii ADVERTISEME!»T. 

v^th such fine original pieces as his Odes taTirr^,* 
and to Melancholy^ wa^ a mark of attetidGin to the 
Editor, which checked, in silent gratitude, every effort 
to acknowledge it. 

The beautiful Elegy on DuniestvM Abbey in Devm^ 
shirey signed H. T. is the produfHon of Miss Hunt, 
daughter of the late Dr. Hukt, Reftor of Stoke^DoyU 
in Northamptomhire. P. is die signature for the R^. 
R, PoLWHEtfij and S. for the Rev. John SwEtfi, 
of Oxton-House, near Exeter. 

Mr, SwETE, who, in these volume^ fc, fbf the 
first time, enrolled among authors, had he before con^ 
descended to entertain the public, would, doubtless, 
have attracted the pubFic attention. Of his MSS. in 
prose and verse, his fiiends are Well acquainted with, 
the merits: But of those numerous effusions, the 
pleising Sonnets here printed will convey a very in* 
adequate idea. 

For the Poems signed W. we ire indebted to the 
late Rev. Thomas Warwick, a gentleman of Corn^ 
wally who, though his publications, from a strange 
fatality, have be^n little regarded, was yet gifted with 



* Mr. Hole** pieces arc signed H, 

the 



ADVERTISEMENT. iX 

die vivida vis of the poet, as his Lyrics endently 
shew. His Odes, it must bt owned, are often obM 
scure; but tins is owing to an abruptness which is 
never forced ot affcfted. They are fiery: they are 
enthusiastic : they will remain, indeed, the too expres- 
sive types of a life irregular and eccentric, and of a 
death that put a sudden period to the career of his 
goiiiis and his pleasures. 

The Rev. Stephen WEstoN, late r^ftor of Aiam-^ 
headf and now resident in London^ is the author of 
the Poems that bear th« signature of W. N. The 
fiterary world are greatly obliged to this gentleman fof 
his elaborate criticisifis, both classical and scriptural; 
in which he hath displayed a familiar acquaintance 
with the Greek and Hebrew languages. 

Those signed W.R. were Mo-itten by the Rev. John 
Whitaker, reflor of Ruan-Lanyhome^ in Com^ 
%valh whose friendship the Editor is proud to boast. 
The veteran historian disdains not to come forward 
as a poet. And it is with some degree of triumph, 
that the Editor announces his appearance; since the 
same vigor of mind, the same uncommon nervous- 
ness, and the same fervor that distinguish his historical 
works, are equally charadleristic of his poetical. 

Such 



X AOVEKTISElfENT. 

Sudi are die princ^ andiors of this collcftioiL 
Of the Poems Aansdvcs it ^rould ill become tbe 
Editor to say more than he has abcady said: He nei- 
ther prtsomes nor wishes to anticipate the public opi- 
nion of them. Tliat die criticism to whidi they are 
submitted, will be candid and libenl, he has every 
reason to be assured. Yet there is often a difficulty in 
determining the merits of a book of diis descrqmon; 
and, even where no suspidon of any improper pre- 
possession is entertained, the decision is not always 
satis£i£bry. In discriminating the chancer of such 
a colledion, there is nothing more obvious than a 
compariscHi between the respedive authors of it. An 
invidious comparison, however, the critic ¥rill doubt- 
less avoid; though he need not scrupulously balance 
his applauses. The greater number of the authors of 
these poems rgoice in beingfriends — superior to every 
mean competition; who are truly interested in each 
other's success; and who, ^t present, have all ideas of 
comparative excellence perfe£Uy absorbed in the plea- 
sure of thus uniting in an d^ant pursuit, which may 
contribute to the stock of polite literature. 

January I2/A, 1792, 
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ON H£R 

MARRIAGE. 



Ah ! never — never vrill thy beauteous eye 

Again illume this dark and cheerless mind ? 

Must every fond idea fly, 

And mix with shades of night; 

Nor e'er again this bosom find 

To gild with its delusive light. 

And chase the thickening gloom of melancholy f 

Farewell, romantic scenes of Arcady ! 

And all that Poets sing of fairy land 

By the mild breath of zephyr iann'd. 
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Farewell !— c^ricious fate to me denies 
The eager joy, the mute surprize, 
The nameless, but delicious melodies, 
That borrow'd all their charms from love and thee, 
Dear Harmonist of moral minstrelsy ! 
Which struck the thrilling chords within. 
Giving " the music of the spheres," 
Extadc, though serene. 
The gentle breathings of angelic airs; 
1 And made the trembling heart — thy lyre. 
Now soothe to sweet repose, now wake to soft desire. 

B. 




LYRIC PIECES. 



ODE 



RIVER TEIGN. 



Oh ThouJ the guar^an of each floweret pale 
That decks thy lonely brinii whether thy car, 

Hoarse-murmuring from a£ir, 
Foams down the dark and solitary vale; 
Or thro' yon meads thy peaceful current roves. 
Where 'mid the pendent umbrage pleas'd to stray, 

Thou shun'st the noon-tide ray 
Which g^lds the encircling majesty of groves; 
Hail, holy Sire ! whilst keen remorse corrodes, 
Sicken'd with pleasure's pangs this achii^ heart. 

Thy fresh'ning streams impart. 
And take, oh take me to thy blest abodes ! 
But if, led on by Heaven's decree, t' explore 
The depths and shoals of fortune, once again 

I trust the faithless main, 
Tom from thy desert caves and solemn roar;- 



6 LYRIC PIECES. 

Give me at length, from storms secure, and woes 
Of latest age, to lose the silent hours. 
And in thy awful bowers 

Enshroud me far from men in deep repose. 

B.E. 





MM 



LYRIC PIECES. 



STANZAS 



TO 



A LADY. 



In vain from clime to clime I stray, 
To chase thy beauteous form away, 

And banish every care; 
In vain to quit thy charms I try, 
Since every thought creates a sigh. 

And every wish a tear. 



II. 
Ask, wafting on my plaints, the breeze, 
If ought can lend a moment's ease. 

Or ought my grief assuage; 
Oh! it will tell thee how I trace 
With pam each step, each lingering pace. 

And think each hour an age. 



LYRIC PIECES. 



III. 

Yon setting sun, whose placid smile 
Shall qiiickly ^d thy western isle, 

No pleasure yields to me; 
My longing eyes ne'er cease to stream, 
To follow evCTy fading beam 

Which parts, to fall on thee. 



B.E. 
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ODE 



TO 



HONOUR. 



O Thou ! by numerous votaries sought. 
Who seem to speak extatk thought! 
While conscious of internal shame, 
Thdr tongues alone proclaim thy name. 
Often invoked with impious prayer, 
T' embellish falshood's flimsy air. 
Deep to conceal, or san£tify 
The wily fraud, and treacherous lye, 
To palliate horrid deeds, and chase 
The gloom of secret guUt from the stem murthcrer's 
face. 



n. 



Much-injuied Honour! where resides 
Thy spotless form? with haughty strides 
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Ambition rises o'er the throng. 
And towers in gawdy state along: 
Dost thou attend, to guide his heart 
Amid th' intangled paths of art? 
With him the tricks of state pursue? 
With him the bold finesse indue? 
By which his crimes he vdls in night. 
And couching close beneath escapes the public si^t ? 

III. 
Or hath the iron-moulded breast 
Of avarice e'er one beam possest 
Of thy bright essence? Hath it shone 
Around the tyrant's purple throne, 
Who glorying in superior force. 
Impetuous speeds his ¥^asteful course 
Through unoffending r^ons? These 
Thy stedfast eye with scorn surveys. 
Though fools the titled slave admire) 
The specious charms of gold, the heroes' vaunted fire. 

IV. 

Needed power ! who now intwine 
. The votive garland for thy shrine? 
Erewhile, by thee, the Patriot stood 
Undaunted 'mid corruption's flood, 
And erring multitudes in vain 
Opposed th' asserter of thy reign. 



LYRIC PIECB9. XI 

Or Liberty's brave sons he led, 
And nobly fought, or csdmly bled« 
Thus Hamden seal'd his generous plan, 
Thus Sidney, Britain's boast, th' unshaken friend of 
man* 

V, 
What, but thy vigour, raised date 
The great Athenian o'er his fate! 
When in the dark abode confined. 
No fetters held th' escpanded mindf 
When teadung to the listening youth 
The serious depths of moral truth. 
Each just, each philosophic grace. 
While pitying tears bedew'd their face^ 
With tranquil dignity of soul 
He smiled on vanquish'd death, and quaff'd tht 
envenom'd bowL 

VI. 

Nor did the Patriot, and the Sag^ 
More splendid names, alone engage 
Thy favour; oft of yore to thee 
Arcadia\ oflfspring bent the knee. 
When innocence colleagued with love, 
Ere base deceit the rural grove 
Had blasted with malignant air. 
And strife's rude step had enter'd there. 
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Wdl-pleased t* inspire the Doric strain, 
And teach the yielding maid to bless th' enamour'd 
swain. 

VII. 

And still, deserting pomp and pride, 
Thou deignst with Nature to reside. 
The humble paths of life to tread, 
Beneath the grot recline thy head. 
To Nature's progeny impart 
Each social feeling of the heart. 
Knit firmer each domestic bond. 
Each relative affection fond. 
Excite each elegant desire, 
And hear the poet tune his free unblemisht lyre. 

VIII. 

O deckt with every mental charm ! 
Not all the radiant tints that warm 
Th' emphatic and harmonious lay, 
Can his transcendent worth pourtray. 
Who joins not fortune's fickle croud. 
Or stoops before her minions proiid; 
Whose breast no specious guiles entice, 
Who mocks the blandishment of vice. 
Thy sacred stamp within beholds, 
And from that glowing type his lucid conduS moulds. 



LYRIC PIECES. 



IX. 



13 



When vcwc is silent, who shall give 
Intrinsic excellence to live? 
To thee belongs his meed divine, 
The grateftil task is solely thine, 
Fair Virtue ! Honour's other name ! 
For two ye are not, but the same. 
'Tis thine to fix his glory's date 
Far, far beyond this transient state. 
To bid him this low world despise. 
With thee to soar aloft, and gain thy native skies. 



D. 




H 
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ODE 

TO THB 

GENIUS 

OP 

ANTIENT GREECE. 



1760. 



I. 1. 

Genius of Grai A old! 

What joy extatic fill'd thy breast, 
When with ardent transport bold. 
By every muse sublime possest, 
Where Dirce*s ludd currents glide; 
Or jBphius winds his sacred tide, 
Gleaming the laurel shades among, 
Pindar disclosed the golden store 
Of hannony, unlocked before. 
And breathed his new-created song! 
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I. A. 

When he the champion's skill displays, 
Engaged in emulative strife; 
When in his more than mortal lays. 
He crowns the sinewy wrestler's force, 
Th* impetuous racer's eager course, 
And sheds on virtue, the best meed of life. 
Fresh blossoms from the branch of Bime; 
Doth not his warmth our minds inflame? 
Doth not our raptured heart inhale 
Some little portion of the heavenly gale ? 

I. 3. 

We feel his warmth ; before our eyes, 
Unchang^ th' essential forms arise. 
We sec them start; we hear the soimd; 
The rattling chariots shake the ground: 
See Theron^s coursers skim the plain. 
Panting through each generous vein: 
See Hierd's steed, with proud delight, 
Urged by the goad of conscious might, 
His way to glorious viSory wing 
For his triumphant Lord, rich Syracusa's king* 

II. 1. 

Thrice happy land ! design'd 

T' imbibe the muses' choicest raysf 
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Where exulting myriads join'd 
The conqueror and the bard to praise. 
Where worth, despising envy, shone. 
Its due reward where science won. 
The moral, and historic strain, 
Tra^ woe, and lyric fire. 
Ah! shall not Britain e'er afpire 
Renown's co-equal palm to gain? 

u. a. 

Say, shall the soul-enkindling love 

Of glory, and its vigorous aim. 

Our northern bosoms fail to move? 

Shall we not toils, nay death, embrace. 

To vindicate our free-bom race? 

Shall we not all its rightful honours claim ? 

Glory ! supreme, refulgent Power ! 

Whose blaze illumined Pindar's bower? 

Glory ! whose voice the games decreed. 

The patriot hero form'd, and taught to bleed? 

n. 3. 
To question this, were impious now: 
To Greece no more (hall Britain bow. 
While Pitt excites her warrior train. 
While Hawkle and Sanders awe the subjefl main, 
While Wolf's intrepid spirit bright 
Still animates the ranks of fight; 
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While Gray ascends and meets the mom 

High on the Theban plumage borne, 

The noon-tide sun undazzled views, 

Or through the Western sky his milder beams 

pursues. D. 
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LYRIC PIECES. 



THE 



TWENTY-NINTH OF MAY, 



A COLLEGE EXERCISE. 
1761. 



Immortal Phoebus ! Power divine ! 

At whose command the Aonian Nine 

Their votary's panting soul inspire 

With fancy's bright celestial fire; 

With strong ideas, soaring thought, 

Gay wit, with liveliest vigour fraught; 

Dictate the bold, the nervous line. 

The nobly-elegant design : 

InstrucSl his eager i^sx to stray 

Through fidion's flower-besprinkled way; 

Or range the large ethereal round, 

Creation's wide-encircling bound. 

O God ! without an invocation 

To whom, what bard throughout the nation 
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On wing poetic would endeavour 
To mount aloft, though e'er so dever? 
But here, where Lis claims my rhyme, 
So great the 5ubje£fy so sublinuy 
Here not to invoke thy godship, reason 
Would jusdy say is downright treason j 
And since I'm conscious of the fitness, 
I'll invocate thee with a witness. 

O kind ! bemgnant ! deign to hear 
The fond request, the anxious prayer ! 
Enlightemng Power! to thee I bow: 
Oh ! bid my ravisht spirit glow 
With generous heat, as I inhale 
Thy gift, the warm Parnassian gale; 
Prompt thou the high-aspiring strain. 
Nor let my lyre be strung in vain. 

Charles, back restored^ demands the lay, 
No vulgar theme; say Godhead, say, 
Where shall beg^ the dubious song 
To pour its harmony along? 
Some hoary Genius shall I raise ? 
Or bid a Dryad twine the bays ? 
Or, as the painted vessels ride 
Upon the now exulting tide. 
The blue-eyed Naiads* mazes trace. 
Or the green Tritons* sportive race ? 
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Describe the Dolphins phying round, 

While Neptune J througjh the irast profound, 

Bids the soft Zephyrs gently sij^ 

Wafting along the watery sky 

The ship, which bears the precious load. 

The care peculiar of the god? 

For without Geniuses^ and Dryadsj 

Dolphins^ and Tritons, Zephyrs^ Naiads^ 

How is it possible to reach 

Those heights, illustrious critics teach? 

Or farther onward shall my strains 
Proceed? o'er Albion's happy plains 
Relate what ardent transport flew. 
The fires that Uaz'd, the joyftil cries 
Ascending to the concave skies. 
When his glad people's lon^g view 
The hero of my verse regain'd? 
Then Gvil Discord blood-distain'd. 
Then fierce Rebellion bellowing fled. 
And FaSiion liid her snake-crown'd head : 
Vanish'd each Fury at his sight, 
While Peace in olive robe bedight, 
And fiill-hom'd Plenty hand in hand 
Frolick'd o'er the laughing land. 
The Graces of enchanting mien. 
And Liberty with brow serene 
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Thanks for thy aid, O great Apollo I 
I see, I've beat my rivals hollow. 
What poet dares with me to vie, 
Blest witli thy favouring deity i 
What vast sublimity of diction 
Is here ! what truth-resembling fiQioa ! 
Methinks I spy a new creation ! 
How fine is Per-so-ni-fi-cation ! 

Now as the sprightly song proceeds, 
I'll celebrate his future deeds. 
Sure he, who laid such monsters prostrate. 
Must be a champion of the first rate: 
With extasy the Muse shall scan 
The worth of this immortal man^ — 
Not gjory priz'd, or virtue sought. 
Not realms subdu'd, or vi£tories got. 
Not science crown'd, or learning prais'd, 
Not vice deprest, or merit rais'd. 
But every captive art a prey 
To Folly's base luxurious sway! 
To swcet-breath'd notes 131 tune n\y lyre. 
To amorous dalliance, warm desire; 
Paint Bacchus, ruddy, shining, sleek. 
His rolling eyes, his flushing cheek. 
His joUy, mirthful train I'll sing, 
And in the midst th' enraptur'd king* 



22 
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Ah! Phoebus, why this jarring strain? 
Why the breast which pants in vain? 
Dost thou all further help refuse? 
Is this unworthy of the Muse? 
This theme, which each revolving year 
Delighted Isis wont to hear? 
But thou forbid'st the fond design, 
I yield at thy command divine: 
Yes, uiq>ropitious ! I obey, 
And, though unwilling, cease my lay. 



D. 
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ODE 



TO 



DR. BLACKLOCK. 
1767. 



When pleas'd each beauty to peruse, 
Young Fancy on the heavenly Muse 
Astonisht gaa^s, while Delight 
Pregnant with rapture, at the sight 
Thrills thro' the Poet's trembling frame, 
And ligjhts th' enthusiastic flame; 
Ambition generating wings, 
His mortal robe away he flings : 
With her he keenly longs to fly 
Through the wide re^ons of the sky. 
With her each deep, eflUgent source to explore. 
Where never human glance hath pierc'd before. 
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II. 

And will not all the good and kind 

Applaud the warm adventurous mind 

Thus boldly daring? Ah! may ne'er 

The worse than pestilential air, 

Inhal'd by Envy on the bank 

Of drear Cocytus^ ever dank 

With poisonous vapours, blast his way ! 

Still in the blaze of purest day 

May modest Merit lift her head ! 

Still on her graceful cheeks be spread 
The weU-becoming blush, bom of the sense 
Of conscious worth, and towering excellence ! 

in. 
Do thou, O Genius ! unconfin'd 
As the wild pennons of the wind 
Skirting the Andes^ cra^y brow, 
Immerst in everlasting snow, • 

Which thence witli burst impetuous sweep 
Through air, and o'er the maddening deep, 
Be his ! and thou be ever near 
Judgement^ thou sage-ey'd friend severe ! 
Thou, solely potent to controul 
The sallying passions of the soul. 
To guide, retard, accelerate their course. 
Depress, or rouse them with redoubled force. 
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IV. 

Nor may the sullen-brooding cares, 
The pallid doubts, and shuddering fears, 
The heart-sick pangs which anxious strife 
Sows thick upon the paths of life, 
Whence darting through th' unhallow'd mould, 
As from the dragon's teeth of old, 
Springs up Despair a fiend more fell 
Than thought can frame, or language tell. 
Their gloomy shades aroimd him fling. 
The afTrightening note of horror sing, 
/ Chase tlie fair form of Pleasure from liis breast. 
Her lively smiles, and balmy-breathing zest 

V. 

Oh ! should the stem relentless fates 

Compel him to the scenes he hates, 
• Drag him from each enchanting view, 

On which her tints of roseate hue 

Loveliest Inu^inatipn cast; 

Let Memory, parent of the past. 

Wave o'er his head her magic wand ! 

And often, guided by her hand. 

Let him revisit the gay groves 

Wliere sp6rt the frolic-winged Loves, 
Mild-air'd Benevolence, ingenuous Truth, 
And all the powers wliich wait on blameless youth. 



{ 
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VI. 

Yet, may the evening of his day 

Be g^ded with a peaceful ray. 

Serene as Titan's setting beams. 

Soothing as happy lovers' dreams! 

Let not Disease with deadly pale 

O'erspread his face; but from the gak 

May jocund Health benignly spring. 

And fan him with her genial wing ! 

Deep may her piercing influence find 

An easy passage to his mind. 
Still keep alive the warm creative glow. 
Still bid the flowers of early genius blow ! 

VII. 

This be the last to fade, the fire 

Which animates with strong desire 

The soul above herself to rise 

And mingle with the deities ! 

Thus he, the bard whose youthful lay 

Sung Mirth and Laughter ever gay. 

Who Anguish of her sting disarm'd, 

The soul (rf Melancholy charm'd. 

By life's tempestuous billows tost, 

To each ethereal maid was lost; 
At length he sought their haunts, aloft he flew, 
And Heaven, and God's bright throne, lay open to 
his view. 
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a; 



VIII. 

No, Blacklock; while the soul remains. 
In vain disuse hath forg'd her chains; 
One vigorous effort sets her free, 
And gives her perfedl liberty. 
Thy lyre of yore the Muses strung. 
They taught the warblings of thy tongue; 
Whether thy lays describ'd the course 
Of Fortitude and Virtue's source, 
Whether upon the vernal plain 
Urania heard thy tender strain. 
Whether thy own unhappy state, 
And all the wayward strokes of fate. 
Thy voice disclos'd, in notes which drew the 
And trickling tear from sweet Humanity. 



D. 
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ODE 



TO 



MAY. 



Ye rose-lipt Powers ! who lightly skim 
O'er daisied lawn, by fountain brim, 

Or through th' aerial way; 
While rapture flows tlirough every vein, 
With me attune the festive strain, 

And hail tlie birth of May. 



Zephyr expands lus genial wing, 
And wakes the children of the Spring, 

Who, breathing fragrance, rise; 
Nature exuhs with conscious pride. 
And from her radiant forehead, wide 

The beam of pleasure flies. 
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The warbling tenants of the shade, 
With sweetest notes through every ^adc 

Their hymn of transport pour; 
The herds thy influence own, O May ! 
The countless myriads of the sea 

Confess thy natal hour. 

Thy natal hour, the laughing hills. 
The jocund vales, the prattling rills. 

The azure sky serene,— 
Queen of the year, thy throne ascend! 
While all things that esdst, attend. 

And bless thy bounteous reign. 
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ODE 



TO 



CANDOUR. 



O Lovdy Virgin! thee of yore 
To manly Sense, Good-humour bore, 
Whom with the Wood-Nymphs he espied 
Sporting on Ladon's flowery side, 
While simple Nature was rever'd, 
And Truth the sylvan altar rear'd. 
There with the Graces didst thou stray. 
Who, smitten with thy infant play, 
Gave thee a robe of purest white, 
A girdle of transparent light: 
Till now mature, with blushes chaste, 
They join'd thy willing hand to Taste. 
He led tliee to th' Aonian mount, 
Where bathing in the lucid fount, 



# 
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Thou sou^t'st with speed the hallowM qulrci 
And hcard*st with joy ApoUo's lyre. 
Each Muse attun'd her sweetest lays, 
Intent to share thy heartfelt praise. 

Soft inmate of the soul refin'd ! 
To modest merit never blind ! 
Whose lips are always slow to blame, 
Whose warm applause is more than fame.^- 
Proud in its^ lone retreat to spy 
Virtue which shuns the illiberal eye, 
To save from Error's partial gloom. 
And bid Desert its rank assume; 
Whom Envy views with look malign. 
And shrinking, owns thy power divine; 
Whom hasty Censure's flippant train. 
And bigot Spleen, assail in vain; 
Before whom Malice stands confest, 
Howe'er by wit or fancy drest; 
Oh ! heed thy suppliant's humble prayer ! 
Do thou, O Goddess, still be near ! 
From falshood and from flattery free. 
Still may his bosom glow with thee ! 

D. 
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THE 

RAPT BARD. 



WRITTEN IN THE 

VALLEY OF STONES, 

NEAR 

LINTON IN DEVONSHIRE. 



« Hither, hither bend thine eye, 
See the sons of Denmark fly ! 

Deep thunders roll 

From pole to pole, 
And light'ning ^Ids the murky sky. 

See pale Fear 

Impels their rear !— 
^ow, monarch ! now, thy keen-edg'd falchion widd ! 

Lo ! there it gleams ! 

The raven screams, 
With dark disastrous wing low brooding o'er the field." 
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Thus sung the Bard, as far from human haunt 
Where Drum s(»eads her heathy desert wide, 

Redin'd beneath a frowning rock he lay, 
LuD'd to soft slumber by die murmuring tide. 

Yet there no fierce destructive light'nings flame. 
Nor tound his head the battle's thunder roars : 

The silver moon maintains her. azure throne^ 
And plaintive billows die along the shores. 

'Twas Sleep resistless loos'd the bands of sen^e, 
And to the power of fancy unconfin'd 

(That faery power with varying plumes adom'd) 
Resign'd the empire of the poet's mind. 

With curious eye and still unwearied step 

He sought by day where Kenwith's castle stood : 

Now Memory, awak'd by fancy's j^wer. 
Full on his sig^t imprints the scene ct blood. 

Pour'd from the Northern hive with impious rage, 
Dire on our coast he saw the nations swarm; 

Saw Odin*s power to Christ's pure banner yield. 
And Scandinavia own great Alfred's amu 

** Alas ! though Denmark war no more. 
Hostile nations seek our shore \ 
Lo ! I mark their dread advance. 
See the fleet of fidthlcss France! 



Vol. L 
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Now, hapless Albion^ what avails 
Thy surg^compelling sliips, thy storm-defying sails? 

See! yon streaming meteor glare. 

Flaunting on the troubled air ! 

*Tis proud Conquest's crimson throne, 

'Tis Cordova*^ gonfalon. 

Mark! it waves to Albion*^ shores; 

Loud the Bourbon thunder roars; 

O'er our fleet hangs gaunt despair. 

Pale dismay and haggard care. 
See ! Terror's fury form on high. 
Infernal fires illume her blasting eye ; 

Aghast the chiefs of Albion fly. 

With relentless fang the bear 

Shall the vanquish'd lion tear; 

Wide through all the blue profound. 

War's shrill bird his clarion sound. 

The mystic web of Britain^ fate untwines; 
Deep, deep in blood proud Albion^ % sun declines !" 

Bright mom approach'd — ^and o'er the prospeft wide, 
From slumber rous'd, he cast his eager eye; 

Nor Alfred's sword, nor Danish standard there. 
Nor dread Cordova's fatal fleet was nigh. 

Where Alfred's airy falchion drench'd the plain, 
The gentle zephyr kiss'd the perfiim'd hay; 
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Where the hoarse raven's scream appall'd the night, 
The warbling linnet haii'd the opening day. 

O'er Sevem*s flood, which fancy's pencil form'd 
Subjedt to Bourbon*s soul-enslaving reign, 

Bright-gleaming sails, gilt by the orient ray. 
From princely Bristol seek the Atlantic main. 

" Enchanting sigjit !" the poet cried. 

Hence wild delusion, gloomy care. 
Shall scenes of peace and joy like these 

Be ting'd with shades of dark despair ? 

What bounteous ^ts are shower'd on thee^ 
Oh ! favour'd Britain^ queen of isles ! , 

Say doth the circling year inclose 
A realm so blest with fortune's smiles? 

Here pure Religion lifts sublime 

The meek, the heav'n-imploring eye, 
Rc^dless of the tyrant's threat, 

Secure in native liberty. 

For Freedom, daughter of the sky, 

Extends around her bulwark wide, 
Stem and unyielding as thy cliffs, 
' Which firmly brave the surgent tide. 

Though Justice sheathe her aw^ sword. 
Yet what shall power or wealth avail ? 
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Fix'd as yon pole'her firm decree, 
Unmov'd as fate her equal scale. 

Whilst far through earth, and sea, and air» 

The clai^ of arms terrific roars, 
Here Peace shall spread her downy wings. 

And love to hover round thy shores. 

What though disaster shade awhile 
The once bright sunshine of thy day^ 

Thy sun, O Britain^ soon shall beam 
With strong, though less difRisive ray. 

Oh ! happy land, and still most blest. 
Accuse not then all righteous Heav'n; 

Nor murmur at the power whose arm 
Hath for thy faults corredlion giv'n. 

But humbly bend thee to the strok^ 

Resign to him thy ev'ry care; 
So may he stay his chast'ning hand, 

And in his tender mercy spare. 

So may he o'er his suffring child 

A parent's kind protection spread, 
And pour the wrath which tlireaten'd thee 

On Bourbon's rash, perfidious head." D. E. 

N. B. This Ode was written at the time when report said that Lord Howe^s 
'left was dnvcH into the Bristtl channel by the ccmhintd fleet under Cordova, 
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ODE 

AS PIKFOKMBD AT 

THE ALTAR OF DISCORD, 

ON THS GKKAT ANNITBIIAET OF THK MOST AMCIBNT 
AND HONOVKABLS FEATBENITY OF 

ANTI^MUSICIANS. 

COMffOtXD BT , 

rOVMDXE AHO OEAMD PEE8ISBNT OP THK OEDBE. 



ODE TO DISCORD. 
RECITATIVE. 

Prepare, prepare, the mystic rites prepare ! 
On high the emblazon'd m^c standard rear; 
Whilst we with notes anti-harmonious, raise 
Our jarring voice to sacred Discord's praise. 

AIR. 

Hear, oh ! sacred Goddess, hear: 
To thy throne we lift our prayer, 
If enshrin'd above the pole, 
Where the rumbling thunders roll, 
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Thou Ttiffist: or in yon dusky sky 
Where the whirring whirlwinds fly:— 
Or if more thou dost delight. 
Spouse of Chaos ! child of night ! 
Thy primeval throne to keep 
In the dark and hoary deep, 
Where with atom atom jars 
Ceaseless ruin, ceaseless wars; 
Where the din of pealing sounds, 
Ancient nature's self astounds. 
And forces far away to fly 
The powers of hateful Harmony; 
Hear, oh ! sacred Goddess, hear. 
Accept our vows, and grant oiu* prayer, 

CHORUS. 

Hear, Goddess, hear. 
Sacred Goddess, hear. 
Accept our vows, and grant our prayer. 

AIR continued* 

Or by some forest's sha^ side. 
From haunts of men and music wide, 
Thou sitt'st beneath the blasted oak, 
Enamour'd of the raven's croak; 
Whilst sounds terrific soothe thine ear; 
The mandrake's shriek, the grunt of be^, 




fc 
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The piercing scream of boding owl, 

And £unish'd tiger's sullen howl ; 

Hear, oh ! sacred Goddess, hear. 
Accept our vows, and grant our prayer. 

CHORUS. 

Hear, Goddess, hear, Vc. 

AIR coMthutJ. 

Or if more thou art wont to dwell 
In the miner's darkling cell. 
Where thy empire he maintains. 
With •creak oif whed and clank of chains : 
Or if more thou art wont to sport 
In the city's wide resort, 
Where sounds unnumber'd mix in air. 
Concert well pleasing to thine ear ; 
The tripe-girl's scream, the fish-wife's bawl. 
And ballad-singers hideous squally 
Hammer's jangle, anvil's jar. 
Rumbling cart, and rattling car. 
Grating saw, and grinding knife, 
t And Flora's vestals' vocal strife ; 
Whilst from roof of lonely house, 
Terror of the trembling mouse, 

* Alluding to the fire-engine. 

f Squabble among the flower-girls. 
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Grimalkin to his tabby tells 
His ardent love in hideous yells. 

Hear, oh ! sacred Goddess, hear, {ff r. 

CHORUS. 

Hear, Goddess, hear, i^c. 

AIR ettAmed. 

Or if thou delightest more 
In Bostonia's favour'd shor^ 
By the power discordant won 

Of thy darling F n. 

When (the hero seated high 
Crown'd with paper canopy) 
Discord's own celestial fire 
Does his generous breast inspire, 
Untunes his voice, distends his throat 
With her harshest, haj^est note: 
His brethren all, in wild amaze, 
Astonish'd hear, astonish'd gaze; 
They mark his voice, they mark his eye. 
And own the present deity. 

Hear, oh ! sacred Goddess, hear, iffc. 

CHORUS. 

Hear, Goddess, hear, &r. 

RECITATrVIE, 

Cease, brethren, cease, the sacred song is done; 
By other rites sage Discord must be won : 
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Let all with step irregular advance, 
And supplicate the Goddess by a dance. 

AIR, brisk. 

But let no just or well-tim'd grace 

Betray a rebel nature: 
Shew no regard to time or tune, 

In action, step, or feature. 
But let your nimbly twinkling feet 
Bound brisk to slowest measure ; 
The Goddess bends from off her throne, 
And views our dance with pleasure. 

iHere a quick dance to slow time. 

RECITATIVE. 

Now breathe your instruments their harshest sound. 
Such as the ear of Harmony shall wound; 
Let your wild notes in full concerto rise, 
And with fell Discord's voice assault the affrighted 
skies. 

AIR. 

[jtt tacb mstruman is menthntd it strikes up, until the vboieforwit me grand 
concerto^ wbkb continues playing to tbeendtftbe air,'\ 

First whilst famed Pringelio* sings. 
Scrape the fiddle'sf jarring strings. 

' Lieut. Prinqlk, first sin^ to the Lodge, of the 35th regiitM^t. 
t A child*6 fiddle. 
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Next to Discord's fevourite tune. 
Drily drone the dull bassoon:* 
Let the bladderf string be bent. 
Discord's darling instrument* 
Now with imharmonious note 
The penny cuckowj swells its throat ; 
The homj in voice discordant speaks, 
And the ruddy trumpet:^ squeaks. 
Hark ! the pealing choir ascends, 
See the vaulted temple rends. 
Nature starts with wild affright, 
Trembles chaos, trembles night ; 
Gods above the starry sphere 
The hideous din astonisht hear. 
The tliunderer forsakes his throne. 
And Discord claims it as her own. 

RECITATIVE. 

But bark ! I hear the rapid,|| rapid beat, 
The modem drununer's fam'd retreat, 
Amidst the tipping tap of pitting patting drums, 
Discord, loi^-wish'd for Goddess, comes, 

CHORUS. 
Amidst the tipping tap Wf. iffc. 

♦ A paper bassoon. f A new Instrument. -J Toys. 

I A very ridiculous method of beating the retreat made use of in 
the army. 
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RECITATIVE. 



All kncd with me, your hands uplifted rear, 
And to the Goddess raise your supplicating prayer. 

AIR. 

Oh! Discord, sacred Goddess, hear. 

And bless each faithful servant, 
Whilst music's powers we all forswear, 

Of thy decrees observant. 

When sullen sound in ether floats. 

Whilst curfew bells are rin^g. 
Grant us to hear melodious notes. 

As nightingales were singmg. 

When pealing organs' awful sound 

Would lift the soul to heaven; 
Grant us aghast to stare around. 

As if a rock was riven. 

When softest touch of breathing flute 

Pours forth the strain melodious. 
Grant us to hear the ass's hoot. 

To music's sons most odious ! 
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When baUad-sin^rs squalling tear 
Their lungs with notes most hideous. 

Grant us sweet Millico* to hear; 
A singer most prodi^us. 

Oh, sacred Goddess! child of night! 

We bend us to thy pleasure; 
Wc sacrifice to thy delight 

All roice, and tune, and measure. 

Then on us all thy blessings showV, 

Be all our pains requited; 
Restore us each harmonious power. 

In Friendship's bands united. 

And hence with all melodious strains. 
Struck out of that or this cord ; 

'Tis here alone true music reigns, 
And gains the palm from Discord. 



D.E. 



* MiiLico was, at the time this Ode was composed, the most 
favourite singer at the Opera-House in London. 
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ODE 

TO 

GENIUS. 



On slight excursive pinions bomC| 
To ancient Minstrelsy we turn, 
And, rapt, recal those early days 

In which our predecessors sung ; 
When Beauty languish'd at their lays. 

And oft their harps by Nymjrfis were strung: 
Then, Genius, then was thy propitious birth; 

The star of Science rose 
To illuminate and cheer the earth. 

While, at her dark reign's dose, 
In fix'd despair, old Ignorance rcur'd 
ro her lone murky den, and, sickening there, expir'd. 



46 lYRlC PIECfiS* 

II. 

Within the feeling heart, 

Coy, callow nestlings, first, 
Ere yet they dar'd depart. 

Were dulcet numbers nurst: 
At length their flight they prove 
Launch'd by adventurous love: — 
For thou, O Genius, to the yielding soul 

Of some young lover wcrt at first convey'dj 
He fdt, celestial guest! thy transports roll. 

When gazing on his modest maid; 
And, as enamour'd on her charms he hung, 
Love fineed thy genial fire, and loos'd his tunefiil 
tongue. 

III. 

Nor were the first wild notes unmeet; 

The heart's attempts ai;e always sweet: 
' There still we fondly turn to trace 

Simplicity, thy pristine grace; 
And oft recur, to mark the artless thought 
Primeval Nature breath'd, with genuine passion fi^ught. 

As o'er the blushing sweets he lov'd 

With rapturous glance the enthusiast rov'd. 
From that fine glow, which all his fancy warm'd, 
He caught the true impassion'd style that charm'd; 
And when secure the virg^'s hand to gain, 
Then forth would gaily burst the ecstatic bridal strain. 
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IV. 



But O, ¥rhen doAvn the woodland side 

The Minstrel strays, all wan and lom-^ 
The flame he could no longer hide, 

His cruel Mistress dash'd with scorn.— 
Grief now, O Genius, opes the sacred source. 
And streaming sorrow gives thy language force: 
A cypress garland, lo, he wildly weaves ; 

He takes his lute, his last sad tale to tell. 
And, dying, all his plaintive sweetness leaves 

To his poor moaning woodmate, Philomel ; 
The plaintive sweetness floats through midnight air. 
As if the soul's expression still were there. 

V. 

The rougher Passions, pleas'd to hear 
What gentle Love began so well. 

Ardent and emulous draw near 

To snatch the sounding shell : 

And ruddy Sport is foremost found 

To wake the sylvan echoes round — 

But little from the chace is lent 

Thy stores delicious to augment, 
(Save when, beside tlie wood-refle£Ung stream, 

The notes responsive distantly decay) 
For oft the turbulent pursuers seem 

To vie, in fierceness, with their savage prey. 
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ON 



MISS MARIA WREY. 
1790. 



Simplex Munditiis in vain 
Have commentators strove to explain; 
Nor yet can render, or express, 
The Roman's words in English dress.- 
O, let them now no longer pore, 
But look one page of nature o'er. 
And view the words, the dearest way, 
Translated in Maria Wrey ! 



And yet, the symmetry wc trace 
O'er all her frame and lovely face; 
Her dress so simple, easy, light, 
(Of azure-blue and vii^-white. 
As angels their bright robes had lent,) 
Is surely more than Horace meant; 
Is not the phrase then. Critics, say, 
Improv'd in sweet Maria Wrey? 
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Yc flaunting things of other make. 
Who throw out lures that never take, 
And think to seize on manly hearts, 
By paltry meretricious arts; 

blush ! that you have been so long. 
Spite of a bright example, wrong ; 
Nor more your tawdry suits display. 
But imitate Maria Wrey. 

And you, ye scandal-mongers, cease 
Th' insidious Wnt and pert grimace. 
Nor rashly dare to whisper round, 
A lover *s in the Poet found : 
No lover I, but secret friend; 

1 wish, e'en whil^ I thus commend. 
Some hr superior being may 
Possess the dear Maria Wrey. 



SI 



E. 




I.TUC FIICSV 



HYMNS, 

TEAVSLATED FROM THE CEEf JC 

I. 

To HEALTH. 



O Wortbiest of esteem and love. 
Of all die immortal powers above, 
Hygei A, swttlt&t Nymph ! with thee 
May all my future days be free ! 
Nor thou widi me refuse to dwell, 
A willing inmate (^ my cell ! 

For every joy ¥fhich wealth bestows. 
Which fcom the love of offspring flows, 
Which towering empire g^ves, the height 
Of human bliss, man's chief delight} 
Whatever from Beauty's magic fire, 
Those darling objefls of desire, 
Whom, plac'd before our ravish'd view 
We with impetuous speed pursue 



\ 
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Towanf the Quarts, and hidden nets^ 
Wkkh hughter-lovkig Finui sets^ 
If any other bfiss from heaven 
To soothe the soul of num ts giving 
Any sweet recompence of toO; 
With thee, and cherishM by thy smiley 
(Best of the knmortd powers above !') 
They flourish all; before thee rove 
Each Grace, each Virtue, while the ray 
Of pure Content beams cheerftd day. 

Btit from thy presence doomed to part. 
No transport strikes man's anxious heart; 
Thick clouds of woe o'erspread his eye,. 
The Loves, and willed Pleasures fly. 



HYMN II. 
To VENUS. 

FMOM THK GMMMK OV MOMtKm 

O Venus! Beauty's Qieen, whose brow a wreath 
Of radiant gold indrdes. Thee I sing. 
Beneath thy sway was plac'd the Cyprian realm, 
By the ocean stream imbath'd, what time the force 
Of Zephyr gendy-breathing gave thee IHe> 
from the soft foamawaken'd where thou loy'st^ 
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Amid the waters of the hoarse-sounding deep* 
Thee the gold-braided hours with smiles receiv'd, 
And o'er thee cast immortal robes; adom'd 
Thy head divine; a triple boss of gold 
And mountain-brass shone on the crown they gave. 
Thy yiddii^ neck around, and silver breasts, 
They deck'd with golden omamoits; the same 
They wore themselves gold-braided, when they join'd 
The choir august of gods, and trod the courts 
Of Jvoe. Thus dress'd they led thee on. The powers 
Ethereal saw thee, and embrac'd; they saw 
Thy vii^ form, and wish'd to enjoy; they gaz'd 
With wonder on thy beauty, while thy locks 
Dropp'd fragrant violets. Hail, black-ey'd Queen ! 
Hail, honey-dropping sweetness! Oh! by thee 
May I stiU bear the prize ! inspire my song, 
So shall my gratefiil voice still hymn thy praise. 



HYMN III. 
To MERCURY. 

Cyllekiak Hermes, Jrgus' fatal doom 
I sing, who rules Jrcadia's pastoral land. 
The winged Herald of the immortal Gods, 
From Ailantean Ma'ia sprung; with her 
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yovi mixM in soft delight, whM far remov'd 
From heaven's blest powets, fit oMydSt of his love. 
She dwelt; there in a cave deep-veil'd with shade, 
In the sweet transports of the nig^t, the god 
Mix'd with the lovely-tressed nymph, what time 
Oblivious sleep on white-arm'd Juno stole. 
There he possess'd the nymph, far from the view 
Both of immortal gods, and mortal men. 
Hail, son of Jove and Mdia! Thee my strains 
Have sung, now pass they to another's praise^ 
Hail, Hermes^ liberal of thy gracious ^s ! 
Hail, bounteous Hermes^ messenger of heaven I 



hYMN tV. 
^To PALLAS. 



Fall AS I sing, resplendent Dame, blue-ey'd, 
Sapient, of mind invincible to love. 
Virgin of modest grace, guardian of states, 
Inform'd with vigour, firom the sacred brain 
Of Jove all-wise proceeding, clad in arms 
Of shining gold. The immortals, as they view'd. 
Amazement held. But she, from the head divine 
Of the aegis-bearing god, shaking her spear. 
Sprang forth impetuous; all Olympus shook 
Beneath the feet of the azure-beaming maid 
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Prepared for wars tb$ e^rtb gave back the soundt 
The dreadful din; the se^iwas mov'd thioug^aut, 
Stirr'd up throu^ idl its purple waves> then stood 
In silence, and foigot to flow. Longtime 
Hyperion^^ vaunted son rdn'd in his steeds 
In full career; 'till of her gpdlike arms 
Despoil'di the virgin stood* Then smil'd well-pkasM 
The heavenly wisdom* Hail, O Virgin Queen; 
Daughter of segjs-bearing Jove! thy name 
Shall not (ogc^Msxi be, nor other strains. 



HYMN V. 
To DIANA. 



Diana, vlipn h^venly bland^ 
A golden distaff in her hand, 
Or when she seeks the savage war, 
Hurling her fatal darts afiur, 
Shouting with pleasure to survey 
The hurrying stag, her destin'd prey. 
Phcebus^ twin-sister, (god ador'd, 
Graceful with his golden sword) 
Who through the wilds and gloomy groves, 
And storm-beat promontories roves» 
The chace exulting to behold. 
Stretching her bow of solid gold. 
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Which sends hr oS with groaning breath 
The fatal arrow wing'd with death : 
While the high mountain-tops with fear. 
The dreadful clapg of weapons hear; 
While the rough woods with terror quake. 
The desarts wild, and briny lake. 
Mean time she with intrepid pace 
Slays all around the savage race. 

But when, rgoicing in the dart. 
She with the hunt hath cheer'd her heart; 
Her flexile bow she quick unbends. 
And to the lofty mansion tends; 
Where over Delphi's rich domain. 
Her much-lov'd brother spreads his reign. 
There with each grace, and lovely muse. 
The choral pastime she renews; 
Hangs her reflected bow aside. 
Leads on their maze, herself the guide; 
A garment, by the Graces wove. 
Surrounds her easy shape above. 
They uttering their ambrosial air, 
Latona praise with ancles fair; 
How she the wonderous twins brought forth. 
Excelling all the gods in worth; 
Whether they strive in counsel sage, 
Or else in aftive deeda engage. 
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Hail, twin-bom pair! Hail, sprung fix>m Jsvtt 
Meed of fair-hair'd Latona*s love! 
Though I assume another lay. 
To you my vows shall memory pay. 



HYMN VI. 
To BACCHUS. 

With haste I tune my willing lays, 
To ivy-crowned Bacchus' praise. 
Patron of festive mirth and wine, 
Supremely glorious and divine; 
Whom gelding to his heavenly love, 
Bright Semele brought forth to Jwe, 
Him, from his sovereign father's arms. 
Glowing with immortal charms. 
The fair-hair'd nymphs received, and bore 
To lowly Nyssa^s winding shore: 
There mid the dells and caverns green 
They nurs'd him in their breasts unseen, 
*Mid fragrant grottos where tlyy lay 
Sequester'd for from Jove and day: 
'Till crown'd with grace and strength he trod, 
EnroU'd among the powers, a god. 
But when the nymphs now saw with joy 
In his youth's buxom prime the boy; 
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He led them to the darken'd shade, 
By the thick-twisted branches madej 
With laurel and with ivy crown'd, 
While all the forests echoed round. 
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Bacchus, all hail ! pver profuse 
Of the vine's nedbreous juice, 
From hour to hour, from year to year. 
Let me to thy shrine repair ! 
From year to year, from hour to hour. 
Let me joyful hail thy power. 



F. 





HYMN 



TO THE 



LIGHT. 



ALTERED PROM COfTLXr, 



Offspring of Qfoosf at whose sight 
The gloomy power first knew delight; 
Whose tides of glory ever rove 
Around the dazzling throne of Jove ! 
Who life to nature dost supply, , 
Depriv'd of whom she soon would die: 
Say, fi'om what radiant stores of heaven 
Are all thy winged arrows g^ven i 
By thee yon vivid colours glow, 
Thy arms, the gay celestial bow. 
Swift as vagrant thought can run. 
Thy race is finish'd when begun. 
Thy motion uncontroul'd and free, 
Angelic speed scarce equals thee. 



( 
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Fairest of beii^! thee I praise! 
Whether thou dart'st thy burning rays 
Sublime, on Sol's illustrious car, 
Wag^ thy fierce meridian warj 
Or whether thou with milder gleam 
Dired'st the Moon's refledied beam ; 
Or view'st the azure vault profound, 
And all thy orbs which roll around 
Nor 'mid these triumphs, dost thou scorn 
The lowly glow-worm to adorn; 
Or with thor living spangles gild 
The fumble flowerets of the field. 

Darkness thy piercing looks affright. 
And Sleep, the lazy bird of night. 
Ashain'd and trembling to appear, 
They seek the nether hemisphere. 
With them hast'ning take the alarm. 
Painted dreams, a busy swarm; 
At the first opening of thy eye 
With speed the antic atoms fly. 
Each serpent, every beast obscene, 
With conscious dread avoids thy reign ; 
For thou great nature's favourite art. 
She bids each evil thing depart. 
Eachgoblb, and unbodied shade, 
Before thy sacred influence fade; 
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THREE ODES, 

FROM THE LATIN 07 MM, GKAr* 

ODE I. 

Mr. GRAY to Mr. W£ST. 



XlS ours the barfoarous courts to pierce, 
Where ever broods contention fierce; 
Where clamorous discord sounds afer, 
And stirs the gowned race to war. 
How sweeter thus at ease to lie, 
Where spreads the bounteous elm on high. 
The idle hours with classic stile, 
Or with the slender muse beguile ! 

For oft with vacant mind I stray; 
And as I frame the soothing lay. 
In vain the noxious dews abound. 
And night unheeded closes round* 
Where'er with giddy feet I rove, 
I see, methinks, Parnassus* grove 
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On every hill; each dripping cave 

Shews jlganippe*% gelid wave. 

Then smiles the spring, the Dryads chaste^ 

As not inel^ant of taste 

I catch whate'er young zqphjrr's plume 

Stole from the violet's morning bloom. 

Stretch'd on some rivulet's verdant side 

I mark its light progressive tide. 

And where it twines with murmuring play 

On every stone its sweet delay. 

To mef these simple cares belong. 
While flies the youthful year along s 
While gay Favonius* purer train 
Unveils the azure heaven serene : 
Nor yet I bid the lawns adieu, 
(Not Qytie to her god more true) 
Still linger, though the winds engage, . 
And mellower summer yields to ag^. 

For whether hill, or flowery mead, 
The fields with clieerful toil airay'd. 
As rolling up the ethereal bound 
His car darts life and vigour round; 
Or the orient regions oif the mom 
With gold and purple he adorn; 
I all observe with curious sight. 
And bless the orb profuse of light: 



T«L. I. 
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Or when he wills to shed a glow ' 
More soft on his lov'd Calpe*s brow; 
'Till less and less the efiulgence stream, 
And gilded with a fainter beam, 
The varied clouds by stealth decay. 
The virid landscape &des away. 

Oh, happy lot ! if thus (nor e'er , 
Once sunk, would I again appear) 
Kind fate would destine my retreat ! 
And g^ve the eternal peaceful seat! 
Ah I how unmov'd by envy I 
T'ward those who gaze the ethereal sky. 
Their forms with dazzling lustre crown'd, 
And rays incessant poured around, 
While on his front Olympus feels 
The god's proud steeds and fiery wheels. 



ODE 11. 
Mr. GRAY to Mr. WEST, 

FROM ITALY. 

OoFT parent of the vermeil rose ! 
At whose approach Favonius glows 
And spreads his gentle plumes more wide; 
Whom wanton Fenus owns her guide, 
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Hail'd by the nymphs who dance along. 
And wclcom'd by the wood-lark's song. 

Beneath what glade umbrageous, say, 
Doth West the not ina£tive day 
Delight to spend, while slumbering lies 
His golden lyre? or from his eyes 
The rapturous frenzy darting mild, 
In some Pierian grotto wild 
Strikes he the strings ? his fnend who roves 
Through TusculunCs deep-sheltering groves, 
Or o^er PaUadsan ^iba strays. 
No more remember'd in his lays? 

Ye Pines, which over-arch the ground 
Where fauns and shepherd gods resound. 
Whom j/nio's threatening streams appall. 
O'er broken cliffs with headlong fall 
Fierce rushing down ! Ye pines, ye floods. 
Bear witness that the enchanting woods 
Of jEfulaj that Ttbur^s height. 
Have heard his praises with delight ! 
His name the echoing rocks prolong, 
The Latian Naiads learn the song. 

For on the watery margin green 
Me have the Latian Naiads seen, 
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Where stood Vinusiim*^ swsin so o% 
Uttering his notes divinely soft, 
Bathing his snowy plumage gay 
In the light dew-drops of the spray. 

He sungy and wonderous ! all the grove 
And sacred fountains ceas'd to move; 
And still each laurel old retains 
(For thus the eternal muse ordains) 
The rocks with vocal transport fiaug^t. 
Retain the notes they then were tau^t. 

Nor is it strange that I should sing 
Rude nxmibers to the jarring string: 
The lovely scenes, the genial May, 
Have prompted this incondite lay. 
For (trust me) through the forest wide, 
Phcebean dreams tenacious hide 
' Beneath each leaf ; fix>m every cave 
The whisperii^ winds, the murmuring wavt^ 
More audibly than wont, dispense 
I know not what of eloquence. 
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ODE III. 
Mr. GRAY, 

IN THB ALBUM OF THE GRAND! CHARTRBUSB. 

1 Hou Genius of this place severe ! 
Whatever name delights thy ear ! 
(For surely o'er his native floods. 
And large extent of antique woods, 
No common power hath fix'd his reign ; 
These devious rocks, this vdid domain, 
These cliffs abrupt, and aweful sound 
Of waves, this forest darkening round. 
The present Deity unfold, 
More plain, than if with dazzling gold 
In cedar'd dome we saw him stand, 
The woiic of Phidias* skilful hsmd.) - 

Oh, hail ! and with propitious prayer. 
If just, my invocation hear! 
Receive a youth who pants for rest ! 
Do thou compose his ruffled breast \ 
But if these seats must ne'er be mine, 
Which viewing. Envy would repine; 
O SOence ! if my willing soul 
Thy sacred law must ne'er controulj 
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ODE 

TO 

FANCY. 



Enchantress sweet ! thou who so oft hast pour'd 
Upon my ravish'd mind the visions wild 

Of thy illusive charms; 

And on my melting soul 

Difius'd such bliss as pensive virgins feel,. 
What time they breathe to soft-persuasive notes 

Of heavenly harmony, 

Chaste Love's melodious lay; 

Fairest of sky-bom forms, O Fancy! say, 
In what Elysian vale's secluded scene 

Thou keep'st thy airy court. 

And mark'st the shadowy hosts 

That circle round thy flowery throne, and hail 
In wildly- warbled strains thy sceptred power! 

Say, shall the green-rob'd Sylphs 

That lure thy vagrant feet 
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To tread their groves and deep romantic shades— 
Oh ! say, shall rapture and enthusiast love^ 

The sacred votarists 

That lead thy tuneful train, 

Me gently guide to those sequestered haunts. 
And to the wondering view of mortal eye 

Disclose the unrivaS'd charms 

Of thy angelic mien? 

Seducing Nymph! thou, who so oft has stoPn 
The mag^c wand from nature^ and display'd 

It's necromantic force 

In many a sportive wile; 

I feel, I feel thy fascinating spells 

Now quickly gliding o'er my trembling frame ! 

And catch a transient ^ance 

Of thy ethereal form; 

As to yon mountain's misty brow thou fly'st 
Light as the wanton gale, that skimm'd erewhile 

Around the ruiBed sedge, 

And kiss'd the curling wave ! 

Ah ! let me trace thy dewy footsteps ther^ 
And view thee gazing at the grey *ey*d mom^ 

That bids the circlii^ sun 

Gild with his orient beams 
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The ckmds that float in slow majestic pomp 
Along the azure vault; there mark the forms 

Thy rosy finger paix^ 

Upon their lucid sides — 

Of castles tumbling from their silver base; 
Of lakes that roU their waves of liquid gold; 

Giants and dwarfs, and knights 

That wage terrific war, 

And on the impurpled field shed ghastly rout, 
And wild despair, and visionary death. 

With every firanUc shape 

To grace the ideal scene. 

Or should the sultry noon invidious chace 
These " sweet illusions of the sense," and pour 

Upon thy naked head 

His strong refulgent rays, 

.Still let me follow through thy winding walks, ^ 
As near some fountain's odour-breathing side 

Thou bid'st around thee wait 

The soft voluptuous hours. 

And say ! fair source of every piihar'd art. 
Say, shall I mingle with the fylvan maids; 

Who rosy chaplets bring 

To court thy gonial smile ? 
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Who playful twine their smooth ambrosial arms 
To the soft warblings of some oaten pipe? 

Or see with looks entranced 

Idalia's graceful Queen 

Leading from myrtle groves and jasmine bowers 
The young-ey'd joys and purple-pinion'd loves, 

To greet in votive airs 

Of breathing minstrelsy 

Thy wildly-varying powers — 'till from above 
The breeT^y that slept between the velvet leaves, 

Wak'd by the sound divine. 

Now plumes his azure wing; 

Now fluttering sports amid the gladsome train; 
Then swiftly claspmg their celestial limbs 

Shakes from his wavy locks 

The sweets of blushing May ! 

Yet should my pensive mind delight to rove, 
What time the star that marks with fond regret 

Her sire*s declining light, 

Faintly illumes the glade; 

Then lead me where the lonely nightingale, 

Whose plaintive numbers stealing through the shades 

Of eve, may gently wake 

Responsive echo's shell, 
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And lull my nptur*d soul to extacy, 

In tones that sigh, and strains that warbling weep; 

While from their green retreats 

The nymphs and dryad^ sweet, 

And many a maid that woo'd the chaste-Iip'd moon. 

Or mutely listened to the love-lorn tale, 
^ In deep attention hang, 
^ Murmuring their soft applause." 

But when rude winds deform the soothing scene, 
And from the darkening valley Cynthia meek 

Withdraws her silver beams ^ 

Be mine the mouldering pile. 

Whose awful ruins on the impending point 
Of some high rugged cliff, sublimely frt>wns 

Upon the gloomy wood 

That shades the stream below. 

There while the maddening tempest howls aroimd. 
And the big thunder rolls his lengthened voices 

There by thy magic spells 

And witching sorceries, 

SpeAres, and all the visionary shapes, 
I view, that wildly glare and loudly shriek, 

As by the light'ning's flash 

They wing their devious way; 



I 
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TiU the chill'd blood creq>s tlv^ough my sfaudderiflg 

veins. 
And haUs the terrors of thy mighty hand, 

Enchantress sweet ! chaste Queen 

Of Harmony and Grace !♦ 

Whether with sportive mien thou cull'st the hues 
Of roseate Spring, thy flowing locks to wreathe, 

Or rob*$t thy glowing limbs 

In Summer's purple blooms; 

Whether array'd in Autumn's yellow tints 
Thou point'st indignant to the unfeeling blast. 

That from the weeping spray 

Shatters its leafy pride; 

Or wrapt in stcTn-ey'd Winter's sable gloom, 
Pursu'st the infuriate g^ius of the storm. 

As to the upland waste 

He soars with hideous yell : 

In all these raryii^ scenes, still let thy Bard, 
Endearing Mai/if attend thy hallow'd steps; 

** Still gaze the visions wild 

" Of thy awakening power," 

• As being the source of Poetry and the fine Artt. 
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And mark the holy fervors that distend 

Thy swelling breast;— 'till his rapt soul may hymn 

In strains more wildly sweet 

Tif Hiss-inspiring Nami! 

G. 
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THE TOMB 



OF 



GUNNAR, 

IMITATED riOM AM ANCXXNT XILAKDIC PRAGMXMT Pll- 
• IIVXD IM BAKTHOLtME^t DdMtSH AMri^UITIMS* 



What mean those dreadfiil sounds that rise 
" From the tomb where Gunnar lies?" 
Exclaims the Shepherd in affiight, 
As by the Moon's uncertain light, 
Athwart the «olitary plain, 
He homeward drives his fleecy train. 

Sarpediney Hogner^ mark the tale, 
And fearless cross the lonely vale: 
They stand the stately tomb beside; 
Whilst slowly-sailing vapours hide 
In their dun veil night's glittering pride. 

A moon-beam, on the cave of death, 
Sudden glanc'd athwart the heath: 
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Its line of splendour full oppos'd 
The deep recess to view disclosed. 
The cell four blazing tapers crown'd, 
And spread a flood of light around. 
Fronting the beam, in arms array'd. 
Majestic sat the Hero's shade: 
He wakes the loud-resounding song, 
And echoing rocks his strains prolong. 
" Ignoble flight the brave despise — 
^ Conquest or death is Honour's prize ! 
" The strife of spears disdain to shun, 
" Nor blast the feme by Gunnar won." 

Sudden dos'd the gates of death; 
And Silence brooded o'er the heath. 

" For no mean cause," Sarpedine cries, 
** Our fether's image met our eyes. 
** To arms, to arms ! the presage hail, 
^^ Grasp the sword, and ^d the mail ! 
** Disdain alike to yield or fly; 
" And fix'd to conquer or to die, 
** A banquet for the wolf prepare, 
" And glut the ravenous birds of air!" 

* ♦ * H. 
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An ODE 

PREFIXED TO A VERSION OF 

FIN GAL. 



Imagination, mighty power! 

Where dost thou guide my roving mind ? 
By time, by distance imconlin'd, 

On Fancy's rapid wings I fly 
To MorverC^ coast, where mountains tower. 

And break the clouds that roU on high. 
Before my view the dark-brown heath extends. 

From reed-crown'd lakes the creeping mists exhale ; 
Down the rock bursting, the rude stream descends, 

And foams along the solitary vale. 
Cona^ thy waters murmur in my ear ! 

Stbnay thy halls unfold ! 

There sits Fingal:— the chiefs of old 
Gaze on the ruler of the war. 

One vaunts his prowess in the field, 

Another lifts his riven shield. 
Or shews the deep-indented scar. 
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High o'er the rest, the son of songsj 

OssiAN, descended from a race of kings, 
Conspicuous stands: to whom belongs 

The praise^of warrbrs: to the ground 
He deeply-musing bends his eycs^— 

Behold the royal Bard arise ! 
Behold! he shakes the eagle-plumes. 

With which his bumish'd helm is crqwn'd: 
His skilful hand the harp assumes. 

He lightly sweeps the tuneful strii^. 
And wakes the pleasing sound. 

Hark ! he pours the martial song; 

His brave compeers around him throng 

Attentive to the strab sublime: 
And, whilst his animating lays 
Proclaim their fame in other days. 
Their deeds in ancient time. 
Each war-worn chief inglorious ease disdains. 
Pants for the din of fight, and thick-embatded plains. 

Again inspir'd with glory's charms. 
The daimtless warriors call to arms. 

To snatch the unfading wreath of praise: 
Each hopes to gain a deathless name. 
To live rcnown'd, or die with fame, 

The theme of future days. 
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The swoids high-braidish'd on tfadr maisy shidib 
Clash loud, and lig^iten o'er the diaCant fiekla. 

Softer now thy numbers flow, 

Slowly rolls the plaintive strain; 
See, the first of Heroes low! 

See, the mi^ty MoRAB. slaini 
From the tender vbpn's eyes 

Fall the pearly drops of woe; 
See, her bosom throbs with sighs, 

Sorrow swells her breast of snow! 

* Yon mossy stones that rise above the heath. 

Beside the blasted oak that towers on hig^i, 
Mark to the hunters' view the cave of death. 

Where chiefs renown'd in former ages lie: 
There rests brave Morar :— Thy untimely doom. 

Thy aged sire and mournful friends deplore: 
How vain their sorrow ! — In the silent tomb 

The mighty Morar sleeps, to rise no more! 
Like him, ye warriors ! you must pass away; 

Like him you shine tlie glory of the plain: 
In time your strengdi will fail, your tombs decay. 

And no memorial of your fame remain. 

The melting lay their rage controuls. 
And calms to peace their furious souls: 

* See the soags of Sdma, 
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Thychsdtns, destrudivefame! inspire 
Their bre^lsts no more widi martial fire: 
Each hero itioums some breadiless frietKl; 
Compassiem's tender tears descend: 
Their useless arms bestrew the plain; 
And the keen fidchion thirsts for blood in vain. 

Oh ! who like thee could feel for others' woe, 

And to thy strains the heartfelt thought impart, 
In plaintive numbers Wd them wildly flow, 

And melt the soul beyond the power of art? 
On thee, her darling son, fair Fancy smiles. 

Her bright ideal scenes dbplays; 
She strongly paints them on thy mind. 
And pours them in thy daring lays. 
The sons of glory, batde-slain, 
From thee receive the plausive song: 
They quit the blood-empurpled plain; 
Around them meteors gleam; 
The ruddy-flaming beam 
SIdrts the dark clouds on which they sail along. 
Behold their airy halls ! 
Bedropt with fire the roofs appear; 
In dimly-gleaming arms they stand, 
The shells half-viewless in their hand: 
Beneath the clouds of darkness roll ; 
Their words pervade thy listening ear. 
And sink into thy thoi^tful soul. 
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See, Loda's* gloomy form advance ! 

On high he lifts his shadowy lance: 

Within his hand the tempests lour; 

The blast of death his nostrils pour: 
Li}ce flames, his baleful eyes 

Appal the valiant — ^from the fight 
They turn before the blasting light: 
His hollow voice like thunder shakes the skies; 
Slowly he moves along, exulting in his m^ht. 

Vain are thy terrors, dreadful shade ! 

Lo ! Morven'S'kmg defies aloud 

Thy utmost force: — His gleaming blade 

Winds through the murky cloud. 

The form falls shapeless into air: 

His direful shrieks the billows hear. 

And stop their rapid course with fear. 

The hundred rocks of Inistore reply. 
As roll'd into himself he mounts the darkened sky. 

How sweetly flowsf thy latest strain, when borne 
On heaven's curl'd clouds appears thy hoary siref 

Bright pearly drops the laughing fields adorn; 
The eastern clouds are streak'd with purple fire: 

The opening flower perfumes the breath of mom; 
All Nature 's clad in Beauty's fair attire. 

To thee the winds his feeble voice convey; 

• Carriahura. f Bemthoa* 



LYRIC PIECES. 85 

" Come to my airy halls away ! 
^' Silent are now our martial plains; 
" Our glory in the song remains; 
*' Come to my airy halls, sad Ossian, come away!" 

Why droop my friends with woe deprest? 

Can death the valiant soul afiright? 
Heroes ere now have sunk to rest, 

And dos'd their parting day with light 

Like them, 'tis yours to scorn dismay: 
Your thoughts to brighter prospe£ls raise : 

Your a£b shall live, though you decay, 
And loud proclaim your deathless praise. 

" *Tis OURS,*' the enraptur'd Chiefs reply, 
" By thy example. Bard sublime, • 

** Without unmanly fear to die, 
** And live to Fame in future time. 

" Remembrance dwells not on the tomb 
** Where low in dust the inglorious rest : 

" No generous hero mourns their doom, 
^' Nor swells the sigh in Beauty's breast. 

^< But many a fair shall melt with woe 

^' At thy soft strain in other days; 
^* And many a manly bosom glow 

" Congenial to thy lofty lays." H. 
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ODE 



TO 



MELANCHOLY. 



Hail, Melancholy ! whom of yore 
To Grief wUd-tresscd Fancy bore. 
From him 'tis thine with downcast eyes. 
While swells thy breast with secret sighs. 

To muse and melt at others woe : 
Yet so to mourn let none repine; 
For pleasing are sudi tears as thine. 

Tears, that from virtuous feelings flow. 



From her 'twas given, with a£tivc mind. 
To roam creation unconfin'd, 
And paint, as to thy view they rise. 
Ideal scenes (to vulgar eyes 
But dimly-imag'd or unknown) 
To form, combine, and make them all thy own. 
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Sweet matron of the pensive brow! 
Mjrsterious power! to thee I bow, 
Whose charms a moumfiil joy impart. 
That thrills my soul, and melts my heart* 

I am thy slave, yet would not freedom gain; 

I jfeel thy magic bonds, yet glory in my chain. 

Now, at midni^t's awefiil hour, 
I own the greatness of thy power ! — 
Thought after thou^t swells in my soul. 
As waves on waves successive roll. 

Then break against the shore. 
And my revdving mind displays 
Sag^ and kings of ancient days, 

And mighty empires that exist no more. 

Palmyra^ queen of cities ! I behdd 
Thy faded glories : from the time-worn base 

TTiy pillars now arc fidl'n; no fretted gold 
Inlays thy roofs ^ thy walls no statues grace. 

The sun direfl pours down his fervid rays. 

And the parch'd soil seems kindled with the blaze. 

Spreading wide its shadowy screen. 

No tree adorns the cheerless scene. 

Where the grain waved, and verdure smil'd. 

Behold a barren sandy wild. 

Sands, that when eddjong winds arise, 

In clouds of darkness sweep the plain, 



\ 
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As billows roll aloi^ the stonn-vex'd main — 
The traveller marks their course — ^ui horror shrinks 
and dies. 

Beneath this mould'ring arch Til lay me down, 
And muse upon the awe-inspiring scene.*— 

Where is thy former pride, thy old renown ? 
£xtin6t, foiigot, as if it ne'er had been. 

Here once the busy courtiers throng'd around 
Their purpled monarch: Here the sons of war 

At peaceful pomp and dull ina^on frown'd, 

Or call'd to arms, and shook the threatening spear. 

Mark, where yon broken pillars strew the plain ! 

There rose a stately dome in ancient time: 
There oft was heard the soul-oitrancing strain. 

And laurell'd bards awoke the song sublime. 

In choral dance gay youths and maids appear'd, 
And lig^t they tript to many a sprightly sound. 

Nor dance, nor song, nor sprightly lay is heard, 
But more than midnight silence reigns around. 

Where crowds opposing crowds have often toil'd. 
Like mingling streams, athwart the street to pass, 

In endless tides, is now a vacant wild. 
With hoary moss bespread and spiry grass. 
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Through royal palaces now serpents glide — 

Heard you that dismal hiss ? — It spoke them nigh: 

They wreathe around yon column's shattered pride, 
And their scales glitter in day's fiery eye. 

Through stately temples, where the sacred light ^ 
By crowds ador'd, diffused perpetual day; 

Wounding with horrid yells the ear of night. 
The gaunt Hyaena roams in vain for prey. 

Oh! what is pomp, and sublunary power? 

And what is man who boasts himself so high? 
The sport of fete— the tenant of an hour; 

Dust, animated dust, that breathes to die ! 

Yet man, unthinking man ! 
Deems not, that, swift as glides away 
Each hour unmark'd, he hastens to decay: 

Still busied with some idle plan 
To spend in scenes of joy the coming years. 
Or leave a bootless fame to grace his unknown heirs.— 
Those heirs, who soon like him shall be no more, 
Borne by the tide of fete to dark oblivion's shore. 

Vain race, ferewell ! my mind excursive flies, 
Swift as a meteor cleaves the skies, 
To lands by human feet untrod. 
Stem Desolation's drear abode. 
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Beyond vride CanaJd's domain 

Extsends her solitary reign. 

Aloft, on tempest-wings I soar; 
Beneath, the Atlantic*^ untaxp'd surges roar : 
Now cultur'd fields and lowing herds appear; 
Now the wild Indians' shrieks assaH my ear. 
I see expanded waters ^eam below. 
And mountains created with eternal snow. 

How yfiiHy dark these groves appear ! 

And trickling streams beneath that stray f 
Yet sweet they mimnur to my ear. 

As slow they urge their ¥midii^ way ! 

All hail, ye venerable oaks ! 

Ye never felt the woodman's strokes ; 

But here aloft m^estic tower. 

Coeval with Time's earliest hour. 

All hail, ye fathers of the wood ! 

As here I rest in thoughtful mood. 

Through your dark boughs that wave around. 

Let only whispering breezes sound ; 

Or beetle's hum, or distant rill. 

Pierce the silence deep and still. 
Hail solemn scenes, and musings holy, 
Far sweeter than the din of folly ! 
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Lo ! from the aerial chambers of the north, 

I mark the ragng tempest issue forth: 
The pealing thunder heaven's high concave rends f 

I hear the Genius of the woods reply 

In hollow murmurs : rushing rain descends 
In torrepkts: likening streams athwart the sky ! 

Again» 'tis siknoe aU around— 
Save where yon turtle wakes the plaintive strain. 
The beasts thdr dens forsake: before me bound 

The nimble deer : with iix'd amaze 

Awhile on me they gaze, 
Then fearless crop the herb, and sport aloi^ the plain. 

Blest wanderers of the forest wild, 
On you indulgent nature smil'd. 
And plac'd you far from man's destru£Uve race; 
The world's high- vaunted lord— but oh ! the world's 
disgrace. 

Creative Fancy waves the magic wand — 

And lo ! amid those scenes so drear and rude, 
Ideal bdngs in my presence stand, 

And people all the solitude. 
The voice of Sylvan Deities I hear. 
And Satyrs bounding on yon heath appear. 

With equal steps the dance they lead. 

As Pan attunes his oaten reed. 
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And oft he holds his jocund court 
In yonder wood with verdure crown'd. 

The lovely Dryads there resort, 

Their brows with oaken garlands bound. 

And Flora joins the festive train; 

His queen the enamour'd Zephyr leads. 
And lo ! wherever the Goddess treads, 
Spontaneous flowers arise, and deck the smiling plain. 

Evcr-chanpng, ever new. 
Those air-spun visions, Fancy weaves, delight: 
Though tinftur'd with the rainbow's varying hue, 

Whose every tear is doth'd in light, 
They strike with chasten'd joy the mental sight. 

I ^eld to thy controuling sway: 
With thee, my guide, I bend my way 
To -£^^/'s distant shore; 
Egyptj once &m'd for arts, and wisdom's saord lore. 

How fall'n! — ^yet still thy Pyramids sublime 

Rear their bold heads, and mock the rage of time. 
Unknown their mighty Builder's name. 
They tower aloft, man's glory and his shame. 

Through the drear catacombs I stray. 
Where rest the manes of the royal dead; 
And by a dim-decaying taper led. 
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Urge, musing on, my doubtful way — 
The walls e'er dank with dew: low murmurs sound. 
Night, shadowy night, now closes thick around. 

Behold ! from yonder widely-yawning tomb 
The great Sesostris rises to my view. 

As slow he moves along the silent dome, 
I mark his robes that glow with Tyrian hue;' 

The golden sceptre waving in his hand. 

And awful brow, that speak liis high command. 

In faded splendor, yet with haughtier mien. 
Succeeding kings appear: and as they glide 

In solemn silence through the pageant scene, 
On me they bend their fiery eyes of pride. 

I sec wild fiiry on each brow pourtray'd. 

And horror in each bloodless cheek display'd. 

Vanish, oh vanish from my sight. 
Tyrannic shades, beneath whose sway 

Earth trembled — and behold, in night 
The fcar-form'd spedhres fade away. 

Far different scenes unfold, and tranquillize 
My late-distemper*d mind. — See, Night's sweet 
Queen, 

Her car slow- wheeling through the cloudless skies. 
With silvery lustre gilds the blue serene. 
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Mute is the hill, the grove, the j^sun^ 
The echoing stonn has ceas'd to roar: 

No sound)— save where the billowy main 
Low-munnurs on the distant shore. 

Where o'er the deep yon rock prcjeSing lours, 
ril rest, and wear in thought the fleeting hours ; 
There muse upon the days already past, 

And those to com&-4iow swift they too will fly I 
Muse on the ^oomy cell to which we haste, 

As shoots the enkindled vapour through the sky. 
Sudden it fades — its path no more is known — 
A few brief hours daps'd, its fate must be our own ! 

Rapt above sublunary scenes I tower, 

And mark life's transient pleasures vague and vain. 
Shall I then sigh at envious fortune's power, 

Or disappointment thrill my breast with pain ? 

The light- wing'd moments, like the eastern blast. 

Ere we can count them, fleet away : 
And pomp and poverty, these moments past. 

The oppressor and tbeopprest are undbtinguish'd 
day. 



H. 
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ODE 




Around me night and silence reigi>-* 

My beating breast 
Seems with some huge weight opprest, 
And strives to shake it off in vain. 
Oh, let me close my orbs of sight, 
And in miy bosom check the panting breath! 

Encircled by the shades of night, 

Let me here unnotic'd rest ! 
And yet, as if the hand of death 
Lay heavy on me, moisture cold bedewi 
My shivering limbs : and fmcy views 

Scenes of unknown terrors rise. 
Advancing footsteps strike my ear; 

Low-murmurs in the forest sound: 

The rustling leaves are strew'd around. 
Reludant, yet compell'd by fear, 

I ope my anxious eyes. 
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Now ivildly through the extended plain. 
With the moon's mild light array'd, 
I gaze — yet all dismay'd, 
Would fain, but dare not close their lids again. 
Sec through the path in yonder grove, 
Silent and slow a phantom move ! 
Pale grief is on his brow imprest. 
And darkly dovm his snow-white vest 
From his gor'd bosom sanguine strums descend. 
He stops, he turns, on me he bends his view. 
His course unknown he waves me to pursue — 
Oh, let me hence my tottering footsteps bend ! 
Alas ! in vain I seek to fly. 
My powerless limbs their aid deny; 
And fear, that gave the spe£h^ birth^ 
Rivets me motionless to earth. 

Let me shake off this causeless dread: 
Let me my fortitude resume ! 
In vain — for at this awful hour. 
Bursting the cearments of the tomb, 
Ascend the spirits of the dead, 
And roam thro' night compelled by magic's wond'rous 
power. . 
This is the time, when o'er the corse 
Festering in death, with accents hoarse 
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The raven croaks, or beats with ominous wings 
The murderer's window — at the sound 
Trembling he starts, he glares around, 

And feels the thrilling pangs of guilt's infixed stings. 

This is the time, waiting their destin'd prey. 
And shunning day's detecting eye. 
In covert hid unpitying ruffians lie. 
To his lov'd home the traveller bends his way. 
That home he never more shall view ! 
At once up starts the savage crew; 
By earthly fiends indos'd he stands ; 
For mercy at their feet he bends ^ 
He lifts his pleading eyes; 
In anguish clasps his hands; 
Conjures them by his dear domestic ties— 
But lo ! the ruthless sword descends: 
Cold in his breast he feels 
The deadly point: he feebly reels. 
Forth bursts the vital stream, he gasps, he dies. 

Hark, loudly-echomg through the glade. 
Shrieks of distress my ears invade: 
Nearer and nearer rolls the sound- 
Like thee, poor wretch, 'twill soon be mine, 

This transient being to resign: 
I feel, I feel the life-bereaving wound. 



Vol. L H 
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My soul within me sinks dismayed! 
My pity, hapless man ! was thine, 
But oh, I could not, durst not ^ve thee aid} 

Illusions fly ! the peaceful power 
Of silence reigns o'er hill, o'er dale, and bower: 
An awful stillness that my soul afinghts^ 
For now on yon drear heath. 
Hags profane, and hell-bom sprights. 
Plan schemes of future woe, and scenes of death. 

Muttering slowly spells profound, 
In mystic circle round and round 
The necromantic fire they go. 
Kindled from the realms below. 
Now dusky wreaths of smoke arise. 
Now fiercer flames ascend the skies. 
As 'mid the blaze they charms unhallow'd throw. 

Now they vanish firom my sight — 

Mingling with the shades of night, 

On yonder sable cloud they fly. 

And urge the wrathful tempest through the sky. 

They bid its wings of darkness sweep 

The surging billows — wide around 

They foam, they roar; the rocks rebound. 

The anxious Pilot's art is vaia: 
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Down to the unfathom'd deep 
The vessel sinks, and o'er it boils the main. 

Now, horror-proof, with deadly aim. 
While the moon, trembling at the sight, 
Veils her silver front in night. 

They wing the lightning's shafts of flame 

Through sable clouds disparting wide; 

Spread ruin through the peaceful plains. 

And fire the cots of lowly swains; 
And sink to dust the castle's towering pride. 

Protea me, save me ! whence was driven 
That beam which shot athwart the heaven ?~ 

It gave a dreadful light— 
Ah, whence proceeds this sudden gloom, 
Dark as the mansions of tlie tomb, - 

That clothes the brow of night? 
My faultering tongue amazement chains, 
And ice seems creeping through my veins. 

Alas ! ideal terrors have disjoined 

My powers of reason, and unhing'd my mind. 
'Twas but a Meteor's sudden glance: again 

The moon, yon blackenii^ cloud withdrawn, 

Streams radiance o'er the dewy lawn. 
And skirts the wood with light, and gilds the distant 

plain. 
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Fell spedre of the haggard eye, 
Wild g^sture^ and ereded hair. 

Quick from my presence fly! 
Ease, ease awhile my heart opprest^ 
Lest, lost and woe-begpne, Despair 

Should seal me for her own. 
And Reason, banish'd from her throne^ 
To Madness should resign my tortur'd breast. 



H. 



Some apoAogy, possibly, ought to be nude for the Dithyrambic 
measure adopted in these Odes. If the desultory nature of their sub- 
jed, and abrupt transitions in the sentiment, (for each is supposed , 
to be written under the immediate influence of the imagination) will 
not excuse it, no other plea, I fear, can be offered. 
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ODE 

TO 

STUPIDITY. 



O Thou ! to whom these lines belong, 
Inspirer of the languid song. 
In apathy my senses steep, 
Or lull them in the arms of sleep; 
Deaden each a£live power of squI; 
Reflection's deep-felt pangs controul; 
Quench Fancy's beam— enough to know 
Our present state, or joy, or woe. 
For ills to come, as yet are not; 
Those past, are nothii^ if forgot. 
This state by Dullness realiz'd, 
Is to be envied, not despis'd. 

If ills the thinking mind annoy,* 
Stupidity is surely joy. 
Of calm Indifference possest, 
And by unfeeling Folly blest, 
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Her son, unmov'd, with tearless eye, 
Beholds a friend or mistress die: 
Unmov'd by the wild shrieks of pain; 
Unmov'd by Want's imploring train: 
Unmov'd he views the Widow's tears; 
Unmov'd the Orphan's cry he hears. 
On evils past, or those to come, 
Disease, or Death's impending doom. 
The Dull ne'er muse, but wear away 
In thoughtless ease life's transient day. 
Should o'er their heads JfflMon lour. 
And all its stores of sorrow pour. 
Insensible they still remain- 
Kind Dullness blunts the shafts of pain: 
And gross Stupidity supplies 
Those aids Philosophy denies. 

But men who of their reason boast. 
In idle speculation lost. 
Who vainly plume themselves as ^se, 
With others' evils sympathize. 
Their own misfortunes rend their heart 
With keenest pangs and torturing smart 
They shudder at ideal ills; 
And causeless care their bosom fills. 
Does Mirth, at some auspicious hour. 
O'er their sad breasts exert its power; 
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Refle£tion soon their joy controuls; 
And Melancholy sways their souls. 
For Pleasures, when we analize, 
And hold them forth to Reason's eyes, 
A test so strong they cannot bear, 
But melt like vapours into air. 
Thus tricks display'd by juglers' sleight, 
No longq* than they cheat, delight. 

O Queen of those who never think. 
With poppies pluck'd from Lethe^s brink. 
Be thy votary's temples crown'd. 
While sombrous vapours float around ! 
No more perplex'd with worldly cares. 
Heedless of life's surrounding snares; 
With soul that never quits its home. 
But takes things easy as they come. 
Be Dullness with Contentment mine !— 
Let others reason and repine. 

H. 
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GRAM AND GRO, 



PROM TRE 

NORTHERN MYTHOLOGY.^ 



When Gram in youthful ardour bold. 

By busy rumour had been told, 

A pant, with imperious pride, 

Claim'd Sictrug's daughter for his bride, 

With Bessus eager for the fight, 

He mov'd toward Gcihland in his might; 

His troops in savage spoils array'd 

To strike his foes with greater dread. 

Himself a rugged goat-skin wore. 

His hand a mace terrific bore; 

Or seeming furious to engage. 

Wielded as with ^ant rage* 

Thus arm'd, where through a wood she stray'd. 

They met by chance the royal maid : 

Trembling with fear her reins she shook. 

And thus in faultering accents spoke : 

* • See Saxo Grammaticus. » 
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GRO. 

Methinks the giant I espy. 
His darkening footsteps thwart my eye. 
Or roves my sight in error wide ? 
For oft beneath some shaggy hide 
The valiant warrior stalks unseen, 
Veiling his form and comely mein. 

BESSUS. . 

Virgin ! whose legs the foaming steed ' 
Bestride, from whom these words proceed, 
First to us thy name declare. 
Unfold thy lineage to our ear. 

GRO. 

Your troops what leader of the brave 
Commands ? who bids your standards wave? 
Who sets your battle in array? 
What mighty Prince, what Hero ? say: 
Too late you'll rue this warlike boast, 
Overwhelmed by Sictrug's conquering host. 
Or on a tree, escap'd the sword, 
Your necks shall feel the strangling cord. 

BESSUS. 

A fate most gloomy for our meed. 
Thy tongue, O Virgin, hath decreed. 



I06 LYRIC PIECE&r 

GRO. 

Lo ! hence I steer my course aloof, 
And seek my father's well-known roof^ 
A speedy messenger I fly, 
Tremble, the vengeful foe is nigh. . 

BESSUS. 

But, viiTgin, first thy name declare, 
Unfold thy lineage to our ear. 

GRO. 

Gro is my name, my father reigns 
IDustrious o'er these woods and plains : 
Glowing with blood, in arms of I'l^t 
He moves, and thins the ranks of fight. 
Now to me thy name declare. 
Thy birth and lineage to my ear. 

BESSUS. 

The fiame of war my bosom fires, 
With terror struck my foe retires. 
Bessus, the dreadful name I bear. 
The nations tremble when they hear. 
My red right arm is often dyed 
Deep in the blood of hostile pride. 

GRO. 

Dost thou dired the battle? say: 
If not, what chief dost thou obey ? 
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BBSSUS. 

Gram leads our army from afar, 
Blest with the spoils of prosperous war; 
Whose dauntless soul no power or force 
Can stagger in his desdn'd course. 
Should fire and cruel sword assail, 
The fire and cruel sword would fail : 
Vain is the ocean's rage, he braves 
The roaring sea, and aU its waves. 
Under this leader, gold-hair'd maid. 
Our warlike banners are displayed. 

GRO- ^ 

Retreat with speed, lest else you fed 
Your bodies bound with chains of steel; 
Or else my angry father throw 
Your corpses to the glutton crow. 

BESSUS. 

First he to Gram shall yield his breath. 
Devoted to the house of death, 
Ere he his eyes in might shall close. 
Ere he shall feed the glutton crows. 
Sent by the neck-entangling chain 
Down to the dreary dark domain. 
With us in empty air are lost 
The terrors of a Suevian host. 
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GRO. 

Insolent man, and vainly bold, 
When we our kindred troops behold. 
You'll wish to fly, but wish too late. 
Sink in the dust, and curse your fate^ 

BESSUS. 

O dau^ter! haste, from aU alarms 
Securely seek thy fatlier's arms; 
Not on our heads dcstruftion call, 
Or bid the sudden fates appal. 
Calm each tumult of thy breast. 
Let thy swelling passions rest. 
Oft, though reludant first and shy. 
They with enkindled anger fly ; 
Oft have I found the next attack 
Hath brought the willing females back* 

GRAM. 

Think not, O maid ! the giant race 
Under this sha^y garb you trace ; 
Banish the cheek of pallid fear. 
No danger lurks in ambush near. 
Nor ever, but with mutual love. 
Sought I the genial bed to prove. 

GRO. 

One of the giant brood to wed. 
To press the monster-bearing bed. 
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What madness would desire? The seed 
Of Demons in her womb to breed? 
What hand would press the thorny spray ? 
Who stamps pure Idsses on the clay? 
Tq bristly limbs what gentle bride 
Her bosom joins, and tender side?. 
When back abhorrent nature starts, 
Love claims no seat in human hearts; 
Where ugly prodigies abound. 
No female passion e'er was found. 

GRAM. 

This chain, a constant trophy worn. 
From necks of boastful princes torn. 
This radiant gold, accept, and wear; 
Let it unfailing witness bear, 
A lasting promise let it twine. 
That thou in wedlock wilt be mine. 

He said, and stripp'd off his disguise. 
His native beauty met her eyes. 
She saw the change, dismissed her pain. 
And own'd her former terrors vain. 

K. 
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HOTHER.^ 

I 

FROM THE SAMB* 



xjLother left the sounding shore, 
Through the woods he sought the boar. 
O'er his head a tempest pass'd. 
His companions shunn'd the blast. 
Him a glittering doud led on, 
(HoTHER, valour's chosen son!) 
'Till before his wond'ring eyes 
He a lofty portal spies; 
There the fatal sisters stand, 
He accosts the virgin band; 

Who are ye, whose floor I tread? 
Wherefore am I hither led? 

We o'er war and death preside; 
We dire<a the battle's tide. 
Closely hid from mortal view. 
We protect the favoured few; 

• See Olaus Magnui* 
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Whom we please success shall crown, 
Dreadful is our angry frown. 
We the warrior kill, or save, 
We to conquest urge the brave. 
Take tliese arms, for thee decreed. 
Thou in battle shalt not bleed. 
Thine the helm, and shield of proof 
Forg'd beneath our magic roof. 
But with Balder shun the fight. 
He shall ne'er confess thy might: 
(Balder, secret seed of heaven!) 
Take the armour we have ^ven. 

Forth they rush on wings of wind, 
Not a trace is left behind. 

HoTHER sought the strife of spears, 
Days pass'd by, and rolling years. 
Safe he stood from hostile wound. 
But his foes increas'd around: 
In the dust his warriors lie. 
Misery dims his eagle eye. 
He through gloomy wilds proceeds. 
Pondering on his future deeds ^ 
In a cave the sisters stand, 
He accosts the virgm band: 
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I have join'd the fight in vain, 
Take the fatal g^ft again. 
Cruel sisters to deceive, 
I no more your v/ords believe. 
Though I bear no crimson stain. 
Take these arms of proof again. 

Why these murmurs, mortal ? sa 
Hath not ruin mark'd thy way ? 
If not viftor o'er thy foe, 
Thou hast laid his mightiest low: 
We have seen with equal joy 
Both engage, and both destroy. 
But if viftory thou desire, 
Haste away with heels of fire, 
Ere the sparkling mead he sup. 
Haste and seize the fatal cup; 
Ere the banquet he can taste, 
Seize it — ^fly with winged haste. 

He coUefts liis shatter'd host. 
O'er the darkling vale he cross'd. 
Issuing forth at early dawn, 
Three fair virgins skim tlie lawn; 
From the adverse tents they bear 
Cates delicious, regal fare. 
Though with speed away they flew, 
He trac'd their footsteps in the dew : 



\ 
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Then thdr secret haunts explor'd, 
(In his scabbard slept the sword) 
Quick he tun'd his melting lute^ 
They attend with rapture mute. 
Eat thy fill, they cry, and sup 
Freely from the golden cup ; 
Then a g^e bright bestow. 
Purer than the mountain snow, 
Duly wove with ma^c mig^t. 
Powerful to prevail in fi^t. 

Back he trod the pathless glade; 
Forth he drew his shining blade: 
On he rush'd with panting breath; 
Dreadful was the work o£ death. 
The vanquisht chief, his heroes, fall- 
Ruin grim involves them alL 



\ 
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THE INCANTATION OF HERVA. 



FEOM THX 8AMB.* 



HEEVA. 

Awake, Angantyr !— wandering ^d, 
Thine, and Sufa*s only duld, 
Herv A bids uplift thy head 
From the slumbers of the dead. 
From the tomb thy aid afford ; 
Give, oh ! g^ve the harden'd sword 
Which to SuFURLAMA brave 
The spirits of the mountain gave. 

Hervardyr! Hior! Rani! hear! 
Where with shield, and bloody spear. 
With helmet, mail, and falchion keen, 
You lie by human eyes unseen. 
Where the trees o'ershade the ground. 
Where they spread their roots around, 
With Angantyr heed my call. 
From sleep, from sleep, I rouse you all 

* See FiTe pieces of Ruaic Poetor. 



K 



tYItIC PIECES. 115 

Sons of Angrym, heed my lay! 
Are you tum'd to silent clay ? 
Once exulting in the fight, 
Are you whdm'd'by endless night? 
Heedless of their daughters' ciies, 
Will none of Eyvor*s ofispring rise? 
In your mansions deep and drear> 
Harvardyr! Hior! Ranj! hear. 

May your wasted bodies lie 
As the carcase for the fly^ 
May your rib-clos'd hearts decay. 
And melt in tainted steams away; 
If you refuse the polisht blade, 
By the mountain spirits made; 
If you refuse my hands to hold, - 
The glorious belt which flames with gold. 

ANGANTYR. 

Daughter! whose spells of mag^c breath . 
Rouse me from my sleep of death, 
Cease — ^thy purposed aim forbear— 
kuin dire awaits thy prayer. 
Madly-rash thy footsteps tread. 
Desperate thou to wake the dead. 
Me,' nor friend, nor father, grac'd. 
In my tomb by strangers plac'd, 
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Others wav'd the g^ttering blade. 
By the mountain spirits made, 
Still a warrior lives to hold 
TiRFiNG, and its beltof gold. 

HERVA. 

Fakdiood issues through the gloom; 
So may Odin guard thy tomb, 
As, every word to truth allied. 
The falchion now deserts thy side* 
Thy only child, Angantyr, know; 
The inheritance she asks bestow. 

ANGANTYR. 

Herva, listen! I survey 
Future times in dread array. 
Bid a long farewell to joy, 
TiRFiNG shall thy race destroy. 
Scarce a man remains alive. 
Yet a stripling shall survive. 
Again to wield the sword of fame, 
Heidrek bold the warrior's name. 

HERVA. 

Be all my mystic charms exprest ! 
Never shall the dead have rest, 
•Till, Angantyr, to my hand 
TiRFiNG yields the fatal brand. 
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Sharp devourer of the sUdd, 
Which pierc'd Hialmar in the field. 

ANGANTYR. 

Virpn of intrepid brow ! 
Surely more than woman thou : 
At midnight thus alone to rove, 
To seek the tombs and solemn grove; 
The helm and mailed coat to bear. 
To shake, the ms^c-graven spear, 
And brave with stem and threatening call 
The terrors of our yawning hall. 

{Tht iamb opens.] 

HERVA. 

Ere it unfolded to my sight, 
I fancied thee of matchless might. 
Give from the tomb with speed of thought 
The work the mountain spirits wrought. 
Whose edge all arms of proof defies; 
No longer hide it firom my eyes. 

ANGANTYR. 

Beneath my shoulders, wrapt in flame, 
Hialmar's death, the sword of fiune, 
Tremendous rests.— 'No virgin's hand. 
Whatever her birth, or native land. 
Will surely dare excite its ire. 
And |rasp it mid surrounding fire. 
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HERVA. 

This hand shall seize it in the tomb; 
Nor will, I trust, the flames consume, 
Which quivering round thy face I sec, 
But dreadless and despis'd by me. 

ANGANTYR. 

Rash, and unthinking maid, retire, 
Lest in a moment thou expire. 
These flames are death to all who live—* 
Herva, the fatal sword I give; 
No longer from thy eyes conceal'd. 
Take it from the tomb, imvdl'd. 

[He throws it to her J] 

herva. 

Well didst thou cast it forth unveil'd. 
No longer from my eyes concealed, 
Offspring of heroes ! well for thee— 
O prince ! that now I wield it free, 
With joy sincerer throbs my breast 
Than if all Norway I possest. 

ANGANTYR. 

Woman ! to the future blind ! 
Self-illusions cheat thy mind. 
TiRFiNG, source of fancied joy. 
All thy offspring sliall destroy. 



LTftIC PIBCIi. 1x9 



HBRVA. 

Hark! my sea-men dude my stay; 
To them I haste without delay. 
Let my sons hereafter w^ 
Mutual war, with mutual rage. 
King of men, be foresight thine, 
To laugh at future ills be mine. 

ANGANTYR. 

Keq> Hialmar's fatal dread 
'Till many a year rolls o'er thy head; 
Its edges touch, their keenness feel. 
Poison dire imbues the steel : 
Avenger stem, which shuns rq)ose^ 
Fierce devourer of its foesi 

HERVA. 

I shall keep the fatal brand; 
Lo ! I grasp it in my hand. 
In the field, or on the main. 
Let my future sons be slain. 
Death-doom'd prince ! no fears I feed, 
Let them struggle, let them bleed. 

ANGANTYR. 

Daughter, I resist no more — 
Twelve I grant thee, steep'd in gore, 
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Heroes twelve to press the plain : 
Give thy ardent soul the rein, 
'Till thou hold in stxiA embrace 
The heritage of Angrym's race. 

HERVA. 

I relax my potent spell; 
In your tombs securely dwell* 

[The tmb dosa.l 
With haste I go from whence I came, 
For round me glows portentous flame. 
With speed I t'ward my ships retire ; 
For here I breathe and move in fire. 

K. 
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WOUNDS tUSTAINSD AT BUNKXrVhILL. 



Oh, Dorilas, and must we part? 

Alas ! the fatal day ! 
And must I leave thee, generous youth, 

And tempt the raging sea? 

Must we untwine the firmest Imk 
In Friendship's golden chain? 

'Tis so stem Destiny decrees; 
And Friendsliip pleads in vain. 

In infancy, ere reason dawn'd. 

We felt her sacred beam : 
*Twas Love instindUve fill'd the spot. 

Where now dwells pure esteem. 

* Colonel (then Lieutenant) Simcoe. 
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And as we ripen'd into man. 

That love was still the same; 
Save that the spark, in childhood nursed, 

Glow'd with a stronger flame. 

Say, had thy Edward e'er a grief, 
That v^ras not moum'd by thee;* 

Or hadst thou e'er a secret joy, 
Which brighten'd not in me ? 

Each thought, each ad, seem'd but to flow 

From one united mind ; 
So close had Friendship's m;^c pow'r 

Our mutual hearts entwin'd. 

When late fell Discord rear'd her torch 

O'er Boston's hapless land; 
Unmov'd we left our weeping friends, 

At Honour's high command. 

Together tempted Ocean's rage^ 

And dar'd th' unequal war; 
For time had brighten'd to a sun 

Young Friendship's early star* 



* Whene'er had I a joy that was not Poly dor I't, 
OrPoLTDoas a grief that wai not mine? 

Orphan, ad I. 
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And must we part ? my Doril as ! 

Yon signal speaks it tnie: 
The ship's unmoored, the canvas spread; 

Once more, dear friend, adieu ! 

To favouring winds and azure skies 

I spread my eager sails, 
And seek Hygeic^s sacred fane 

In Devor^s peaceful vales ; 

WUlst thou art doom'd in realms to pine, 

Where scorching Sirius rdgns ; 
Where pestilence pollutes the air. 

And carnage gluts the plains. 

For me, my much-lov'd joyful sire 

The plenteous board prepares. 
And pale disease at length shall yield 

To soft maternal cares. 

Yet let no jealous pang, lov'd youth. 

Deprive thy mind of rest; 
Nor think, that distance, time, or place, 

ShaU rob thee of my breast 

Hiough parents fond, and anxious friends, 
Each joy prepare for me, 
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My sickening soul is ill at ease, 
Whilst thus bereft of thoc. 

Often ru tread the enamell'd mead, 

Or climb the aspiring hill, 
Where Fancy once her revels kept 

Obedient to our wilL 

By her creative pencil touch'd, 

The cottage of the dale 
A crested castle tower'd to ^ew. 

Which valiant knights assail. 

Oft on yon flower-embroidcr'd lawn, 
Which skirts the waving wood. 

Ideal armies fiercely charg'd 
And dy'd the plain with blood. 

The wood itself is hallow'd ground. 
Where dryads keep their court; 

Where Pan leads up the sylvan dance, 
And jocund satyrs sport. 

HoW oft together have we stray'd 

By Jsca's* silver streams, 
In meditations rapt like these^ 

And visionary dreams ! 

• The river Ext. 
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How oft, beneath yon hoary oak, 

Indulged the noon-tide hour, 
Entranc'd by Shakespeare's wood-notes wild, 

Or Spenser's faery power ! 

Still at that hour, oh ! well-known tree^ 

rU court thy friendly shade: 
There violets bloom, the cowslip bends 

Its dew-besprinkled head 

Ill-boding flower ! ah me ! e'en now. 

Far from his native land, 
A £iirer floweret droops to earth, 

Oppress'd by Death's cold hand 

Horror! behold his mangled corse 

All bleeding on the shore; 
Ah ! see the ruddy bloom of health 

Now paints that face no more. 

Silent those lips, whose accents sweet 

B^;uil'd the livelong day; 
Clos'd are those eyes, which fondly beam'd 

With Friendship's living ray. 

i 

Oh War ! thou fell insatiate fiend. 

Yet spare his tender age ! 
I pray in vain; he sinks beneath 

Thy un<£sceming rage. 
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Alas ! he wanton'd not in blood. 

Fame call'd him to the field; 
The proud opposer felt his sword. 

The yanquisht blest his shield* 

His mind was of that steady bent, 

Which gives the mock to fear; 
His eye was of that melting sort. 

Which streams with Pity's tear. 

Gentle his sovd; yet to himself 

She breath'd her harshest tone ; 
To others' griefs he gave the sigh. 

Which rose not for his own. 

In him each pure and manly grace 

Was mbc'd in just degree; 
Truth, filial love, affection kind, 

And bright sincerity. 

What though around thy brow, brave youdi ! 

Glory her wreath shall twine; 
Say, can that wreath repair the loss 

Of virtues such as thine? 

But stay: 'tis all illusive shade. 

The phantom of the brain; 
It sinks, it fades, it dies-— and now 

I wake to life again. 
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And sure some God propitious now 

My labouring breast inspires ; 
My soul its power prophetic feels. 

And g^ows with all its fires. 

Thou shalt not fall> my Dorilas, , 

By War's insatiate hand; 
Yet shalt thou live, oh, much-lov'd friend! 

To bless thy native land. 

Yet shalt thou live, my Dorilas, 

This anxious mind to calm; 
And cheer a parent's droopii^ s^ 

With sweet Affedion's balm. 

The Virtues o'er their favourite son 

Will spread some secret charm. 
To check the bullet's deathfid flight. 

And stay the uplifted arm: 

And when Rebellion stem is crush'd. 

And War's alarms shall cease. 
Restore him to his long-lost, home 

In vidory and peace. 

Come then, dear youth ! thy wearied limbs 

Shall find a welcome rest; 
Come, with thy presence cheer the gloom 

Which darkens Edward's breast. D. £. 



Vol. h 
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JULIA. 



As in some sylvan boundary, where, lo ! 
The lavish hand of Nature deigns to show 
Her gayest scenes, and rarest sweets, combin'd, 
To bless th' enlighteh'd portion of mankind: 
The traveller views the rich assembly o'er. 
Surpassing every landscape seen before; 
He strays delighted round, and still would stray; 
He looks, and so would look his life away! 
Nor seen alone, the prosped pleasure gives, 
Within his memory ever dear it lives. 

So I, beholding Julia's ang^-fiice. 
Where partial nature, with peculiar grace, 
A glorious set of finish'd features join'd 
To express the beauties of her heavenly mind; 
As o'er each sweet my eyes too fondly rov'd, 
And hung on charms they more and more approv'd; 
My heart, according with my raptur'd sight, 
Susceptible, and trembling with delight; 
And throbbing to its centre, soon confest. 
In all her loveliness, the enchanting guest. 
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'Twas no delusive spark of wild desire. 
That thus my bosom could so brightly fire: 
Tlie assuming port, the bold display of art. 
The glance that wantons from th' unfaithful heart, 
That for some treacherous end still pants to please. 
Ne'er yet could influence me — 'twas none of these:— 
But 'twas a polish'd frame of fairest hue, 
A face all blushing sweetness to the view ! 
A meek deportment with the noblest air. 
Such ease, as every grace presided there; 
'Twas the soft lightening that beneath the shade 
Of each delicious eye-lash mildly play'd; 
The timid, tender looks, that weU express'd 
The corresponding timid, tender breast; 
The dulcet sounds that on her utterance hung, 
Like music parting from a Seraph's tongue; 
These were my Julia's, and alone could move 
My guarded soul to such excess of love. 

Oft since did Wisdom sternly strive to oppose 
(But strove in vain) the power she rarely knows; 
Oft urg'd the distance of our different states. 
For each presa^ng equal-distant fates; 
As planets, doom'd in separate spheres to shine, 
£v'n though they affe(3 each other, ne'er must join. 

But Love, more eloquent, as oft denied 
Th' erroneous dodbine when to his power applied; 
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His. power, tfaat^ aiming at benigner ends, 
AH ranks alike without distindion blends; 
And thence, the kindred souls that sympathize, 
In cordial union slill decrees to arise; 
As thus, so will'd the informing spirit, first. 
From Chaos forth harmonious nature burst. 

O did the same dear advocate impart 
But like convi£lion to my Julia's heart; 
Did the same gende breathii^ but incline 
Her sympJtUzing soul to tend to mine: 
Did she but ddgn, lihe radiant Luna's beam. 
Whose softest ray illumes the valley-stream; 
To glance benignly sweet, and kindly bright. 
On him whose dearest splendor's her iov'd lig^t; 
To o'erlook whate'er his humbler state may prove. 
And view him peerless as he is in love : 
Deign with presiding tenderness to rest. 
And when she blesses most^ be then most truly blest. 

O then might (if they would) Ambition's tnun 
Their incense offer, and their g^, in vain; 
Court me, approv'd, their brightest crown to wear, 
Their treasures take, or flattering titles bear; 
I'd spurn them all, nor joy e'er wish to know. 
That did not hallow'd ifirom my Julia flow. 
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In her sweet smiles to lose my every care, 
The warm affefiions of her breast to share; 
List to her voice, or o'er her aspe£l rove, 
In rapturous glances of enthusiast-love, 
A world's profusion I'd for this resign; 
A world well lost, were she alone but mine. 
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WRITTEN ON VISITING 

THE RUINS OF DUNKESWELL-ABBEY^ 

IN DEVONSHIRE, 
SEPT. J 786. 

Blest be the power, by heaven's own flame inspir'd. 
That first through shades monasdc pour'd the light; 
Where, with unsocial indolence retir'd. 
Fell Superstition reign'd in tenfold night; 
Where, long sequester'd from the vulgar sight, 
Rdi^on fetter'd lay, her form unknown 
'Mid direful gloom, and many a secret rite; 
*Till now rdeas'd she claims her native throne, 
And ^ds the awakening world with radiance all her 
own. 

O sacred source of sweet celestial peace. 
From age to age in darksome cells confin'd ! 
Blest be the voice that bade thy bondage cease, 
And sent thee forth, to illuminate the blind, 
Support the weak, and raise the sinking mind : 
By thee the soul her native strength explores. 
Pursues the plan by favouring heaven assign'dj 
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Through Truth's fair path the enlighten'd spirit soars, 
And the Great Cause of All with purer rites adores. 

How oft coniin'd within this narrow grate, 
With souls aspiriz^ to a world's applause, 
Have free-bom spirits moum'd their hapless hit ! 
Some hero ardent in his country's cause. 
Some patriot form'd to give a nation laws. 
Or in life's milder scenes with honour shine; 
When each bright hope a father's hand withdraws. 
And dooms his cUld, from every prospe(^ fair, 
To long unvarying years of lonely deep despair. 

When darkness now with sileiice reigns aroimd, 
As the faint sun withdraws his glimmering beams; 
(Save when to render horror more profound, 
On the rough grate the pale moon quivering gleams. 
And through the lengthening aisle the owlet screams) 
Then, luU'd by Fancy's visionary tram, 
His long-lost friends frequent his blissful dreams; 
He spends his days of childhood o'er again, 
'Till sounds the midni^t bell, and proves the vision 
vain. 

Yet let the hand of desolating time 
These sinking towers and mouldering walls revere; 
For not with useless pride they rose sublime : 
Fair Science stor'd her choicest treasures here, 
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When Rapine whirl'd aloft her threatening spear, 
When Murder reignM, by Gothic ignorance crown'd: 
On every plain the barbarous bands appear; 
Fierce Discord bids her hostile trumpet sound. 
And War, in crimson'd robe, tremendous stalks around. 

Though rM)w in ruin'd majesty they lie. 
The fading reliques of departed days; 
Yet shall their change no useless theme supply. 
No trivial subjeS fen: the poet^s lays : 
For ^ the thoughtful nund these scenes surveys, 
Whose solemn shades reflexion's powers invite, 
Thdr Ming pomp that awful hand displays, t 
Which can fix)m transient ill, and mental night, 
Educe eternal good, and intelledual light. 

H. T. 




ELEGIAC PIECES. * I37 



LINES 
ON THK 

DEATH OF A SISTER. 



A long farewell to thee, so justly dear, , 

My tenderest sister, and my valued friend! 

Oh ! could I shed the heart-relieving tear. 
As trembling over thy lone tomb I bend ! 

Oft have I tried to soften every care, 

And lull to rest each sorrow which was thine: 

In all my griefs thou too sustain'dst a share. 
And all thy pleasures — all thy friends were mine! 

Alas ! no more her mildly-sparUing eye 
Shall bid me welcome to her lov'd abode: 

Ere-long shall pensive memory breathe a sigh. 
Where once AfFedtion*)! mutual feelings glow'd 

Oh ! may the tender pledges that require 
The fix'd attention of a Father's thought, 

Revere her virtues, and with fond desire 
Her steps pursue, by her example taught 
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Haply her spirit, in angelic form, 

May guard her children through this dreary scene ; 
Though viewless may conduct them through the storm, 

And oft survey them with a look serene. 

How like a saint the suffering Christian died ! 

Death's horrid visage had for her no fears: 
With stedfest hope she on her God relied. 

And from her mind expell'd all-earth-bom cares. 

She blest her children with her parting breath. 
And on her husband cast her lingering sight : 

His hand she claspt, and, constant e'en in death, 
Beam'd on his face love's purest, gentlest light. 

May winged cherubs, from the realms sublime. 
Oh! dearest shade, to meet thee swift descend; 

Guide thy free spirit to the ethereal clime. 

And bid thee taste of bliss wliich ne'er shall end 1 

L.E. 
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HONORA. 



Long hath the pensive Muse her Dorian flute 
Thrown by, to moulder in the shade: for, here, 
Where painted AflFeftation nods her plumes 
Fantastic, and her varying glance Caprice 
Flings round, as through the mazes of the dance 
With airy vanity she swims, — the strain 
Would idly flow. Yet shall the Dorian Flute 
Warble soft numbers, while out favourite Maid 
Merits my praise. Yonder Honora moves, 
Suiius'd with blushes ! Lo ! the timid look. 
The meek demeanor, and each artless smile, 
And every grace simplicity inspires ! 

And still, my fair Honora, still pursue 
The steps of truth ; nor let the pageant glare 
Of arti or fashion, lure thee from the paths 
Thy genuine sense approves. So shall the rose, 
'Mid Nature's simple graces, as it blooms. 
More sweetly tinge thy cheeks ! and not in vain 
Beauty shall mark thee fairest of the nymphs 
In all her train, and Elegance shall bid 
Her robe, in careless folds, float o*er thy forml 
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And ah ! while Fancy's plumage idly waves. 
And all the boasted brilliance of its hues 
Fades at Reality's superior charm; 
Ah ! can the Bard, in faery regions, wooe 
Aerial deities? or court the Muse 
FicHtious power? Far happier, if he gain 
From his Honor a — happier — ]£ he gain 
(Bright Recompence !) one smU for all his sighs ! 



M. 
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TO / 

ELIZA. 



I ou ask me what is Love. Hear all I know: 
It is not Reason's, 'tis not Nature's child — 
Thus speaks the experience of six thousand years — 
Reason 's too proud, and Nature is too wild. 

Yet barbarous Nature has been taught to feel, 
And proud Philosophy has leam'd to rest. 

When pierc'd by Fate's inevitable sting, 
In sweet dependance on another's breast* 

When sense and intelled together join. 
The harmonious union forms the angd Love; 

Reason must regulate life's mad career, 

And teach the headlong passions how to move. ' 

The effeft is to its cause for ever due: 
Perfeftion must be lov'd; we are not free. 

Bound in the eternal chain divine — and hence 
Thou art the cause; the effed appears in me. 



14^ ELEGIAC PIECES. 



TO THE SAME. 



ON SPENSER. 



Where towers the castle o'er the craggy rock. 
Where with his Una sits the red-cross knight, 

There Spenser walks Invention's faery path, 
And views through circling mists the golden light. 

Take we our stand amid the enchanted ground, 
And see in arms the Paynim crew advance; 

Indignant champions wave the veng^ul steel. 

In Virtue's cause they shake the threatening lance. 

Behold the terrors of a Gothic night ! 

The giant sorcerer grasps his massy shield; 
Imprison'd beauty shrieks in wild alarm. 

And fiends infernal skim the flaming field. 

It marks the genius of a barbarous age. 
To see the wizard ride the foaming wave; 

To see the spe£h^ stride the blasted heath. 

While forests crash, and storms destru£Uve rave. 

The lai^age and the thoughts are ancient all. 
Speaking the temper of unletter'd time, 

When superstition held her dreary reign 
Down from the Pole to Afiic's burning clime. 
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Still o*er the nation hung romantic gloom. 
Though Fancy call it England's brightest age; 

For Gloriana rul'd the warlike state, 

While Sidney bled, and Shakspeare rais*d the 
stage. 
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rlow, walking thus, beneath yon spangled sky. 
Can man forget the Architeft Divine ? 

Say, would'st thou mix philosophy with love ? 
The Muse obedient hears each wish of thine. 

Light first arose — this world, the ethereal spheres 
Harmonious moved. Let sceptic reason plod, 

Mingling its darkness with the beams of heaven; 
Still Nature is the efFe£l — the cause is God. 

Earth's puny lords, intent on mortal things. 
With heedless glance inspe£l the time to come. 

Turning with rapture to the little day 

When Athens tower'd supreme, or gorgeous Rome. 

Yet mightiest empires are confin'd to earth; 

The soul, entranced with greatness, soars to trace 
Existence to its fount, and there beholds 

The Power immense, who a£ts thro' boundless space. 
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Sfadukl Fate transport thee to the £uthest star 
The eye can reach, still would above thee bend 

Heaven's glittering concave, like the expanse bebw. 
Space filled with life, creaticm without end. 
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ON GRAY. 



Mix thy soft tear with Gray's enchantii^ line. 
The sparkling tribute Taste can ne'er refuse: 

Virtue and Genius pour the melting verse, 
The noblest effort of the mournful Muse. 

His liberal eye, to purest nature true, 
O'erlooks the mansions of the trophied dead: 

He loves to sit beneath the yew-tree's gloom, ' 
Which shades the tenant of the rustic shed. 

He mounts with daring step the lyric car; 

He paints the Prophet high o'er Conway* s flood. 
When the first Edward, in his tyrant hand, 

Grasp'd EnglamPs ^chion, black with Cambrian 
blood. 
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From rock to rock, when vengeance-spreading death 
Left but one tuneful tongue her crimes to tell, 

Then Poetry and Empire sunk at once. 
The Celtic harp was broke — ^Lewellyn fell. 

Which most will Rapture's generous soul admire, 
His ardent numbers, or sweet moral song? 

He claims, and bears a double meed — ^the crown 
Of El^ and Ode to him belong. 



TO THE SAME. 



FEMALE CHARACTER. 

In ancient days, ere Love or Science smil'd, 
Each human being roam'd the uncultur'd shade 

In native wildness; Reason's potent voice 

Not yet had form'd the man, or Taste the maid. 

Long ages pass'd, barbaric, rough, and dark. 
Ere lirst Refinement shed its genuine zest ; 

Long ages roll'd with cruel manners fraught. 

Ere softness deck'd with charms the female breast. 



Vol. L 
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When Rome's wide theatres were stain'd with gore, 
'Midst death date the fearless matron stood; 

Heedless of every grace which polish'd life, 
She saw unmoved the dying Champion's blood. 

The tilt — ^the tournament — of Gothic days 

Alike were fatal to the female heart; 
Anxious to pay the prize which courage claim'd. 

She hail'd the conquering knight, the ensanguin'd 
dart. 

Let ancient worth produce its patriot toil. 
Its glowing force of speech, its trophies won; 

Music is our's, each gentler virtue blooms, 
And female el^ance is all our own. 



TO THE SAME. 



ON TIME. 



You say, consider Time, its ceaseless change. 
Its rapid movement; and while thus you lead 

Onward to Fate's imfathomable deep, 
Together we will think — ^together read. 
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Turn to the Historian's page, the tale of man; 

In endless course there kings and armies rise; 
Warm with revenge the embattled l^ons meet, 

They fight as if immortal were the prize. 

We scarcely shift the leaf, and all decays ; 

New kings, new armies, as we read, appear : 
The same imperial lust gives war its fires, 

They shine, and terminate their brief career. 

And what is Fame acquired by deeds renown'd? 

The scanty record of short honours past : 
But while terrestrial glory sinks in dust, 

Virtue survives, her strong impressions last. 

No more of Time, my charming firiend — ^thy face 
Was form'd for joy, though pleasure swiftly flies; 

Confess this truth, yet cherish flattering hope, 
Man lives this moment, and the next he dies. 

N. 
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OSSIAN 

DEPARTING TO HIS FATHERS. 

IMITATID FtOM 

MACPHERSON's OSSIAN, 
1780. 



iVhere the dark torretit rolls o'er Lutha's vale, 
And from the rock the thistle's beard is driv'n. 

The floweret trembles to the northern gale, 
Weary and cover'd with the drops of heaven. 

And *' why, O gale, awake me?" (as it heaves 
Its sleepy head) it says, or seems to say; 

" The blast shall scatter all my fading leaves, 
" Ere Lutha's woody skirts are ting'd with day. 

" To-morrow shall the pensive traveller come, 
** Who in my bright attire remembers me; 

" O'er all the field his wishful eyes may roam, 
** But never more those eyes my place shall see.' 
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So for the harp of Ossian shall, in vaini, 
The hunter, at the dawn of morning, seek: 

" Where is the son of high Fing al ? the strain 
" Sweet to my soul !" a tear shall wet his cheek. 

Here, as I cast my vagrant eyes around, 

On melancholy Lutha left alone, 
My voice is like the wind's last dying sound, 

When it forsakes the woods with feeble moan. 

The venerable oak its branches bends 
Over the gloomy stream; and, as it sighs 

Through all its hoary moss, the murmur blends 
With the rude whistling fern where Ossian lies. 

Yet not at distance I behold the day 

When I exclaim'd, " The joy of youth returns: 
" Son of the Rock, come listen to my lay, 

" With thoughts of other times my bosom bums. 

" So when the howling spirit of the north 
^^ Hath ceas'd the dark-red mountain to deform, 

" Amid the western sky the sun looks forth 
^^ In brightness, from behind the broken storm^ 

** Its dewy head each upland forest rears; 

" Fresh in the vale rqoices the blue stream; 
" The aged warrior on his staff appears, 

^ And lo, his grey locks glitter in the beam." 
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Thus, with the glow of formei; years, I said; 

And, as the many-colour'd days of old 
Were mark'd with deeds of heroes, I survey'd 

The traces of the tales I once had told. 

♦ 
I saw Cuthullin's car, the flame of death. 

As Swaran darken'd, like a roaring flood: 
I saw his high-man'd coursers spurn the heath. 

Snort o'er the slain, and bajthe their hoofs in blood. 

I saw, as midnight the wild wood o'ercast. 

Sudden the ghost of Crugal: — Hah! he stands 

Dim and in tears ! " My spirit in the blast, 
(He faintly cries) " my corse on Erin's sands." 

As reedy Lego's gale, his voice was shrilly 
Dark was his wound: his eyes, decaying flame: 

He stood, as the dun mist that robes the hill. 
And the stars twinkled through his shadowy firame. 

And Agandecca shone upon my sight. 
Fair as the moon slow-rising o'er the grove; 

Around her, beauty beaming as the light. 
Her steps were music, and her sigh was love. 

Alas ! ev'n now I mourn the crimson tide. 

Her blue eyes fill'd with tears, her hair's soft flow; 

I see the red-brow'd Starno pierce her side; 
I see her falling like a wreath of snow. 
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And I behdd the rtven-tressed maid. 

Who scom'd, for Ossian's love, fall many a chief; 
And, as I gaz'd upon her beauteous shade, 

Cherish'd, yet once again, the joy of grief. 

I saw the blooming youth of Fillan fall 
Amidst the strife of Erin's camag'd field ; 

While, in the stillness of his distant hall. 
The cold blood wander'd o'er his rifted shield. 

Then too I saw the warrior's helmet-plume 
Scatter'd and torn: — ^I heard him, as he spoke, 

" OssiAN ! with pity mark thy Fillan's doom, 
« I faint — O lay me in that hollow rock !" 

I saw SuLMALLA trembling as the roe, 

When for her native lands she heav'd a sigh; 

And Cathmar musing on the vir^'s woe, 
Her vagrant footsteps and her fearful eye. 

Where infant Carthon leapt with thoughtless joy, 
As the bright flame involv'd his fcither's halls, 

I saw in desolated silence lie 

The dreary ruin of Balclutba's walls. 

Once sweetly-soothing to my pensive soul. 
Such airy visions could my sighs awake; 

The soft-reflefted forms on memory stole. 
Like moon-beams fading firom a distant lake* 
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And they were pleasant as the morning dew, 
That hai^ bright-clustenng» on the hill of roes; 

Where the sun faintly spreads its orient hue, 
And the grey waters in the vale repose. 

Ev'n now the ghosts of passing Bards I hear, 
And catch their harpings as they g^ide along: 

But cold, alas! is Ossian's closing ear; 
No more I listen to the Sons of Song. 

Then, O Fingal, who dauntless in the fight 
Didst whirl thy ialchion, like the lightning's sheet; 

And, as the tempest, ra^ng in thy might, 
Bid the rocks burst in fragments at thy feet; 

Thou, Who, at Loda^ couldst proclaim aloud, 

(Eager the dismal spirit to withstand) 
His sword a meteor, and his shield a cloud. 

Though blasts were in the hollow of his hand; 

Though thunder was his voice, and flame his breath, 
His dreadful form bent forward from on high; 

His nostrils pouring pestilential death, 

As the pale nations vanished from his eye ; 

Thou, who couldst bid thy Luno*s massy blade 
Through the dark ghost its gleaming path disclose; 

While, as he shriek'd, the deep's still'd wave was stay'd, 
And, roll'd into himself, upon the winds he rose; 
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Hear, glorious Chief, and ope thy vaulted hall; 

I come— yet harping shall I mix with air: 
Bear, O ye winds, my accents to Fingal, 

The voice of him, who prais'd the mighty, bear. 

The northern blasts, O king, thy gates imfold: 
Dimly in all thy arms I see thee gleam; 

Yet not as erst, the terror of the bold. 
Though by thy power the stormy meteors stream. 

There is a murmur on the heath — ^I hear 

The voice of high Fingal — that seems to say, 

(Long, long hath it been absent from mine ear) 
" Come to my halls,* come Ossian, come away!" 

Though silent are the plains where battle rung^ 
Yet in the four grey stones we rest our feme; 

In woody Selma hath our harp been strung. 

Though its tones vanished as the vapoury flame. 

" Come, Ossian, from tliy Gonads desert vales ! 

" Sail with thy sires, in clouds embosom'd deep, 
** O'er heaven!" I come; the life of Ossian fails: 

By Mora's dim stone I shall sink to sleep. 

The winds shall whistle to my earthy bed; 

And they may lift my withered tresses hoar: 
But Ossian cannot wake — ^his clay-cold head 

Is doom'd to feel the rustling blast no more. 
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Yet shall my fame survive this feeble form. 
And, like the towering oak of Morven grow. 

Which proudly lifts its head to meet the storm. 
And waves in triumph o'er the wreck below ! 
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TO 



A GENTLEMAN, 



FHO tHSD TIARS IN COMPANY ON TUZ X NT£L MGBNCK THAT 
A VRIIND BAA DIED AT SEA OF A FRENZY FEVER. 



1780. 



O Blest ! (though Apathy may boast the power 
Of unmov'd features in the trying hour) 
Blest be the tribute of those tears, that start 
From Friendship's eye, the mirrors of the heart! 

And ah ! may hey whose vainly-social soul, 
(Unheeding as it riots o'er the bowl) 
With not a whisper from Refle£Uon, hears 
" How droop'd the spirit and the bloom of years; 
** Sudden the vidims al the oblivious grave— / 

** The shrivel'd corse — its winding-sheet a wave;" <^- 
.May hey despis'd by all the feeling, live, j^ J 

* Nor taste one favour that the muse can give !' ^*-^ 

For thee, who oft when Sorrow's form appears, 
Dost melt with female weakness into tears, 
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Though grinning Folly thy repose invade, 
Pity shall veil thee in her softest shade; 
Shall love thy sigh, when from his country torn. 
Amid the murmurs of the deep forlorn, 
Without one friend thy lost companion lies, 
/Without one friend to soothe him ere he dies ! 
Shall love thy tear, when not a star's dim light 
Twinkles across the darkness of his night ! 
Pity shall tremble, as before thee glow 
All the wild visions of severest woej 
As Frenzy, scowling on his short quick breath. 
Hurries the fever of his brain to death; 
As the lone spirit leaves its struggling day. 
And the last pangs of anguish faint away ! 
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LAURA'S RINGLET. 



Dear was the moment, when the gentle fair 
Gave to my wishes, with consenting eyes, 

A Lock, that, sever'd from her lovely hair, 
Could soften all my bosom into sighs ! 

And dear those moments that so sweetly stole 
A pang from absence, and impell'd my lyre 

To wake each fond emotion of the soul 
In melting ardors and a Poet's fire ! 

Then Fancy stream'd her visions on the muse, 
And many a transitory form portray 'dj 

Pidur'd aerial Sylphs in vivid hues. 

And bid their little wings the Lock o'ershade. 

But quick their fluid shapes dissolve in air, 
And other beings rise, as fancy wills-^ 

Lo ! drawn by turtles in her ivory car, 
Appears tlie Goddess of the Paphian hills ! 



I 
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And thus : ^^ That ringlet to my power resign— 
'' For, fTX)m its kindred tresses though it part, 

^ To give it brighter beauties shall be mine, 
" With all the skill of imitative art. 

" What thdtigh the fam'd Belinda's ravish'd hair 
" May add new glory to the distant skies — 

** Yet shall thy Laura's Lock eclipse the star 
^ That vainly shoots, and kindles as it flies ! 

^ Chang'd to the semblance of a female form, 

(" The fairest that a Ddty can feign) 
" Can this, with all the glow of colors warm, 

" Start into mimic life, to bloom in vain?" 

She said — and from my hand the ringlet caught. 
And sudden to my wondering sight displayed 

Thy gift, my Laura, to a pi6ture wrought. 
With all the varied charms of light and shade ! 

And " here," she cried, (while round the fluttering loves 
Breath'd on the roseate cheeks their softest blooms) 

" Behold a nymph, more gentle than my doves, 
" Or zephyr, sighing 'midst my Of prion glooms ! 

*' Sec the pure spirit of a native grace 
" To all her mien a lovelier air impart ! 

" And see that meek expression of a face 
" Where in each genuine look we read the heart ! 
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<< These speaking eyes a charm from nature steal, 
" Which vainly would the Rhetor's powers supply; 

*^ For ah, more sweetly-eloquent we feel 
« The language of the never-silent eye ! 

" Nor let her Jlttic robe escape thy view 
•' That no vain-tinsel'd pageantry betrays— 

" Such as the pencil of Apelles drew, 

*' And Grecian virgins wore in ancient days ! 

" 'Twas then the spirit of this nymph divine 
'* Shone to EleSird*s bard, in golden dreams; 

** As oft he woo'd the favours of the Nine 
" Amid the murmur of Ilyssus* streams. 

" But ah — how long — ^how heavily opprest, 
" While Athens moulder'd into dust, she lay— 

" With Gothic darkness brooding o'er her breast, 
" That gloom'd the sweetness of her soul away ! 

" If e'er the bards of Arm^s oliv'd vale 
*' A wild note warbled to the pensive maid, 

** Full soon, unheeding the degenerate tale, 

" She fled, with many a sigh, from Pisa^s shade, 

** Next, in her favourite isle, the harp she strung: 
" The British Minstrels triumph'd, as she came — 

" Haird her— divine Simplicity; and sung 
" With all Aonia's harmony, her name. 
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" Mark then her image^ as depiftur'd here 
'* She ^ves to zephyr her Molian shelly 

" And mark that altar^ which low-rising, near 
•* Yon poplar^ crowns the solitary deL 

*' Glares round its pedestal no quaint design; 

'* Nor ought that meretricious art can boast: 
" To nature reared, the unaspiring shrine 

" Appears, * while unadom'd, adom'd the most/ 

** Lo there she bids, arrang'd with happiest taste, 

*' The primrose and the violet diffuse 
" Their mingled sweets, and blend in union chaste 

" Their colors sombred o'er by twilight dews : 

** While my soft star, that loves, each evening hour, 
" To hover o'er the stillness of the dale, 

" Amid the shadows of the poplar-bower 
** Pours on the chequer'd shrine a lustre pale. 

** From thence no spicy clouds involve the sties : 
** Her humbler offering are yon vernal wreaths; 

" And all the incense of her sacrifice 

" Is but the incense that a field-flower breathes!" 

She spoke — and gave the Picture to my care, 
And in the rich possession call'd me blest ! 

" And place it next thy heart (she cried) for there — 
" That heaving sigh already tells the rest ! 
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" Go then— where Imitation's utmost art 
^^ Has faintly copied (though employ'd by me) 

" The bright original that fires thy heart; 
" Go— and the living form in Laura sec !" 



P. 




V01. L 



l62 ELEGIAC PIECES. 



IN MEMORY OF THE LATE 

Mr. RACK, 

OF BATH. 



Go, then, benignant spirit, go, 
And with congenial spirits rest; 

Escap'd from every earthly woe. 
By Friendship's holiest wishes blest 

Merit, though snatch'd from mortal eye, 
Lives to AfFe<Stion's memory dear; 

And worth like thine shall claim a sigh, 
From all who knew thee claim a tear. 

How often with delight I trace 
Thy varied life, — ^an a£tive scene; 

Or mark the friend of human race 
In sickness and in death serene ! 

Though in thy humble birth was found 
No flattering hope of fiiture fame. 

And circumscrib'd in narrow bound. 
The hamlet only knew thy name. 
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Yet what can circumscribe the soul ?* 

Soon with a spirited disdain 
Thy genius spum'd the base controul 

Of fickle Fortune's galling chain. 

Untutor'd in the classic school, 

Thy native sense could yet convey 
To wandering youth each moral rule, 

And guide them in the doubtful way. 

Once too thy breast the favouring Musef 

Saw with ambitious ardor warm ; 
But soon she bade her faery views 

Cheat thy fond eye with fleeting charm. 

And was the bright poetic bay 

No longer to thy brows decreed? 
Behold thy labours to repay, 

The wreath of trUth thy nobler meed ! 

To spread each salutary art. 

By liberal plans:^ with skill design'd, 
And in historic§ strain impart 

Some fresh instruction to the mind. 

*** What fancied zone can circumscribe the fOuI?" Gray. 

f Volume of Poems by Mr. Rack. 

X Institution of the Agricultural Society by Mr. R. 

S History of Somersetshire. 
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These were thy aims — on these shall fame 
Thy beautiful memorial raise, 

And gratitude diffuse her flame 
Through many a heart in future days. 

And often, as her steps retire 
Far from a world of pomp and strife, 

Religion shall herself admire 
That evening mild which dos'd thy life. 

Thy virtues, where thy relicks sleep, 

Shall hover in the silent air; 
And meek Simplicity shall weep 

Thy gentle manners, lingering there. 

And there, while veil'd in lucid white. 
Her bosom shall incessant heave; 

Shall young Sincerity delight 
To deck her Menior^s* honoured grave. 



♦ Alluding to Mentor's Letters. 
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IN MEMORY OF THE LATE 

Mr. SLEECH, 

ARCHDEACON of CORNWALL. 



bwEET is the balmy sigh, when sorrow grieves 
For friendship torn firom all the hopes of earth; 

But doubly precious is the sigh, that heaves 
O'er the pale ashes of distinguish'd worth. 

Lamented Sleech ! such excellence was thine. 
Through many a path of varying life displayed; 

Whether we view the dignified divine, 
Or trace thy virtues to the private shade. 

While kindred minds thy traits of youth engage, 
Its bright unfolding bloom be theirs to paint; 

I only knew thy venerable s^e. 

Where mildly beam'd the Patriarch in the Saint! 

Ah ! first I knew thee, when thy liberal charge* 
With all the spirit of thy Camden+ glow'd; 

And fi^ught with a benevolence, too large 
For narrow souls, in fine expansion flow'd. 

♦ At hU vUitation at Truro. + Lord Camden, hU patron. 
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Then, as thy open countenance effus'd 

The friendly lustre in its mental ray, 
O'ershadow'd by a pensive thought, that mus'd 

On the dim prospeft of thy setting day; 

Thy Clergy listen'd to the long adieu,* 
Which yet to memory fond affedlion gives; 

And all the Father's reverend form withdrew. 
Which in the duteous heart unfading lives. 

For who but hail'd the Father, as he saw 
Thy gracious mein the unthinking million move; 

Thy native dignity commanding awe, 
Thy condescending smile inspiring love? 

And, oh ! let piety repose awhile 

Upon thy warning voice, where memory owns. 
Fluent along the still cathedral aisle, 

The simple pathos in thy mellow tones; 

Where memory, as thy strong persuasion pours 

Each unafFefted accent on her ear. 
Yet in the Christian preacher, yet adores 

An energy that stamp'd thy faith sincere. 

If from the public scene thy steps retire, 
Where every softer virtue loves to bless 

* The Arclideacon had several times on bis visitations uken leave 
of his clergy. 
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Life's silent walk, the husband and the sire 
Blend their dear influence in thy calm recess : 

There often shall thy genuine graces rise, 
There often thy domestic worth be trac'd 

By those who, closelier link'd in friendship's ties, 
Imbib'd thy feelings and thy cultur'd taste. 

I too have mark'd thee musing with delight 
On the fair visions of thy earlier youth. 

When fi6tion, in Athenian glory bright. 
Led thy free fancy to the bower of truth. 

And I have seen thee snatch the illusive charm, 
Irhat gives to life's gay mom its vivid glow; 

And with the flush of long-lost feelings warm. 
Melt o'er the ideal portraitures of woe. 

But many a brooding ill, that darkens life, 
To cloud those visionary views conspir'd; 

What time disease, amid thy dwelling rife. 
Thy wasting sons with fever'd venom fir'd. 

Alas ! it was thy doom to see disease 

Assail thy offspring, with no power to save — 
Ah ! thine, to fallow with enfeebled knees 
. Thy last-left son in sorrow to the grave. 

Yet thine, the genial comforts of the just: 

Yet, " to confirm the feeble knees," were given 
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^therial balms ; and from the funeral dust 
The parent rais'd his tearful eye — to heaven! 

Thence holy Hope dispers'd thy earthly pain; 

Chas'd every human relic of thy tears, 
And smiling, to her own empyreal train 

Resigned thee, full of honours — ^fiill of years ! 

Ev'n when decaying nature, at the last. 
As into quiet sleep sunk weary down. 

With holy Hope thy pbicid moments past; 
Thine eyes stiD lix'd upon thy heavenly crown! 

Andi as the period of thy bliss drew nigh, 
Pure angels opening all the blest abode, 

'Twas but the passing of one gentle sigh. 
That told^ thy parted spirit was with God. 

P. 
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IN MEMORY OF THE LATE 

Mrs. DOBSON. 

OF EXETER. 



If meekness, by affection rais'd, inspire 
The bloom of beauty with a softer fire; 
If quick sincerity the emotion dart, 
That on the lustrous brow displays the heart; 
Entranc'd the magic harmony we see — 
Ah! DoBsoK, such as beamM divine in thee! 
And was it his^ who knew to prize them most, 
To mourn those dear attradions early lost; 
Trembling, observe intelligence less warm. 
Though sweedy-mild, illume thy faded form; 
Survey thy meekness languishing in death. 
And catch sincerity's fast-faultering breath? 
Yet though he wore each look that anguish wears. 
And bath'd thy pillow with unceasing tears; 
Though he was doom'd to see thy blushes fly. 
View thy pale lip, and mark thy clouded eye; 
Hail with fond passion its reviving rays, .. 
And on the last quick sparkle wildly gaze; 
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Yet could he see, from holy r^ons brought, 
The conscious smile, that spoke thy placid thought. 
Yet could he see, where death's cold languor stole, 
The cherub Faith, that plum'd thy soaring soul; 
Yet, sooth'd by visions. Faith can only give, 
See, as the Wife expir'd, the Christian IWel 

P. 
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ABSENCE. 



Ah ! who can tell how hard it is to part. 

When Love's enchantments hold the lingering soul; 

Ah ! who can tell how many a faithful heart 
Hath felt the horrors of a distant pole, 

And droop'd in absence *neath affliilion's dart; 
Forc'd by derision's taunt, by beauty's scorn, 

And dull delay's procrastinated goal; 

In single wretchedness hath wept forlorn. 
From love and dear embraces rudely torn ! 



Yet not to all alike ungrateful flies. 

Nor sad alike is separation's hour 

To him, for whom the pencil's magic power 
Has trac'd the unrivall'd shape, and peerless eyes. 

O sweet illusion ! art's and nature's dower ! 
That from the grave bring'st back the rose's hue, 

And deck'st with promis'd joys the bridal bower; 
To thee my plighted vows I will renew, 
To thee I swear I ever will be true. 
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Come then, expressive image of my fair, 

Reveal thy beauties to my longing eyes, 
The graceful person, and the matchless air. 

That youthful poets feign, and painters prize. 
With thee my silent widow'd hours I pass, 

And gaze incessant on thy colours sleek. 
To catch, ah me ! in dim reflexion's glass 

The smile that hangs upon Eliza's cheek. 
And drink the dulcet words she seems to speak. 

W.N. 




ELEGIAC PIECES. I73 



TO 

A YOUNG LADY 

ON THE 

DEATH OF HER CANARY BIRD. 



Jtlac'd in this hall, and in that window hung, 
With what wild sweetness has your warbler sung! 
Oft, as you sat beneath, he swell'd his throat. 
And chattering Poll e'en listened to his note.* 

Then, in the lengthened harmony of trill, 
Your eye, tum'd upwards, prais'd his artless skill j 
And fresher groundsel, from your hand supply'd, 
Re-paid his music, and re-sooth'd his pride. 

But, two days since, the fatal morning rose, 
Big with your own and your Canary's woesi 
When, in some high-rais'd cxtasy of song, 
He burst a vessel, and be fell along-f 

• The Bird was in a cage within the hall at — ; there was a 
seat in the window, on which the Lady often sat and worked ; aod 
there was a noisy parrot on a perch at one comer of the hall. 

+ At least it was so conjc&ured, from the appearance of blood in 
the cage. 
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That mom you went, unconscious of the day, 

Squir'd by two Pardons on the M- way; 

And 'mid the gay jests, as you rode between. 
Some omens pointed to the coming scene. 

Just as you cross'd the R plain of mud. 

Your horse tripp'd with you in the shallow flood; 
And, though secure in each kind Parson's care. 
It ting'd your pale cheek with the flush of fear.* 

E'en while the converse sweetly sportive play'd, 
And all attention's flattery was paid; 
A something still, prophetic of die woe. 
Hung on your mind, and check'd the mirthful flow.f 

Nay, ev'n as Betty says, your chamber-bell, 
Unpuird, untouch'd, rang out agpntle knell: 
The fairies toU'd it with their hands divine. 
And paid a due dirge at their fiivourite's slirine. 

Yet o'er such friends no longer droop in tears, 
Love presses on you with more weighty cares "- % ^ \ 

Polls, Cats, Canaries, charm the vacant soul; : ,!, i ''^ 
But one good lover 's fairly worth the whole^ / 

W.R, 

* A real incident f A sly hint that the Lady was out of humour. 

X The Lady had a Cat, as well as a Canary-Bird and a Parrot, and 
»hehad two or three admirers at the same time. 
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SONNETS. 

SONNET I. 

TO THE 

ABBE RAYNAL. 



Friend to the wretch! great patron of mankind ! 
Bom to enlighten, and reform the age; 
Whose energetic and immortal page, 
From nature's laws, hath every art combin'd 
Of mildest policy; whose soul refin'd 
Melts at the Slave's big tear, with generous rage 
Dares to assert his ri^ts, his griefs assuage, 
And mould to industry the savage mind ! 
Heeding thy lore, the Nations blest shall see 
Unbounded commerce, wealth, and peace arise, 
And truth, and spotless faith, and liberty: 
Nor shall thy latest moments want the meed 
Of praise and joy serene, which virtuous deed 
Procures from heaven to cheer the good and wise. 

B.E. 
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SONNET II. 



TO 

Mr. WARTON, 

ON RKAOIKC HIS HISTORY OP 

ENGLISH POETRY. 



X IS not for muse like mine, in rude essay, 
To paint the beauties of thy classic page, 
Which aye deserve for other patronage 
Than the small meed sincere she fain would pay 
Of verse, grave eulogy, or distich gay; 
For that thou deignst to inform this sapient age 
Whatever was whilom told by tuneful sage. 
Or harp'd in hall or bower on solemn day: 
But more, for that thy skill, the minstrel throng 
Forbids in cold oblivion's arms to lie, 
** Dear, long- lost masters" of the British song; 
They shall requite thee better for than I ; 
And other shades and other climes among, 
Weave thee a laureate wreath that ne'er shall die. 

B.E. 
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SONNET III. 



THE EVENING. 



AVhat numerous tribes beneath thy shadowy wing, 
O mild and modest evening, find delight ! 
First, to the grove, his lingering fair to bring. 
The warm and youthful lover, hating light. 
Sighs oft for thee. And next, the boistrous string 
Of school-imps, freed firom dame's all-dreaded si^t, 
Round village cross, in many a wanton ring, 
Wishes thy stay. Then too with vasty might. 
From steeple's side to urge the bounding ball. 
The lusty hinds await thy fragrant call. 
I, g^eral friend, by turns am join'd with all, 
Lover, and elfin gay, and harmless hind; 
Nor heed the proud, to real wisdom blind. 
So as my heart be pure, and free my mind. 

B.E. 
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SONNET IV. 



Cold is the senseless heart that never strove 

With the first tumult of a real flame; 

Rugged the breast that beauty cannot tame, 

Nor youth's enlivening graces teach to love 

The pathless val6, the long-forsaken grove, 

The rocky cave that bears the fair one's name 

With ivy mantled o'er. For empty fame 

Let him amid the rabble toil, or rove 

In search of plunder far to Eastern clime. 

Give me, to waste the hours in amorous play 

With Delia, beauteous maid, and build the rhyme. 

Praising her flowing hair, her snowy arms, 

And all that prodigality of charms 

Form'd to enslave my heart, and grace my lay. 

B.E. 
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SONNET V, 



WRITTEN IK 



A COUNTRY RETIREMENT. 



Around my porch and londy casement spread, 
The myrde never sere, and gadding vine, 
With firagrant sweet-brier love to intertwine j 
And in my garden's box-incircled bed 
The pansie pied, and musk-rose white and red; 
The pink, the lily chaste, and sweet woodbine, 
Fling odours round; thick-woven eglantine 
Decks my trim fence; in which, by silence led, 
^The wren hath wisely built her mossy cell, y\ ' 
Shelter'd from storms, in courtly land so rife, 
And nestles o'er her young, and warbles well. 
'Tis here with innocence m peaceful glen 
I pass my blameless moments far from men. 
Nor wishing death too soon, nor asking life. 

B. E. 
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SONNET VI. 



TO THE 

Rev. R. POLWHELE, 

ON SEEING HIS PLAN rOK 

A HISTORY OF DEVONSHIRE, 

J 790. 

O'er barren ground, my friend ! thou tak'st thy way, 

Where scarcely blows a solitary flower; 

Not in these haunts obscure the Muses stray. 

Nor here hath Fancy rais'd her myrtle bowen 

Yet, should Encouragement with gentle voice 

Bid thee amid the desert rocks proceed. 

Should liberal Candour sanctify thy choice, 

And mark each step, her smile the promis'd meed. 

Thou wilt not shrink: for Genius early taught 

To stoop beneath chaste Reason's sway austere, 

The undissipated soul with Learning fraught. 

Can change their subjeifl. Firmly persevere; 

And scorning obstacles, a vi6lory gain 

Where labouring Dullness still would plod in vain. 

D. 
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SONNET VII. 



THE 

HERMIT, 

TO HIS 

PATRONESSES, 

WKITTKN IN A HERMITAGE, BUILT WITH MUCH TASTE BT 
riVE SISTERS, AT POWICK. IN WORCESTERSHIRE, 

1774- 

Ye Sisters honour'd, to whose breasts benign 

This my belov'd and calm retreat I owe, 

Around my cell who bad the wild thyme grow, 

And gadding ivy with the sweetbriar twine; 

At whose command the tufted flowers combine. 

And blushing pinks with azure hare-bells blow ! 

Within your roseate bowers will I bestow 

The votive lay at Nature's rustic shrine: 

There, kind prote£lors ! shall my willing reed 

To every upland fair and bushy dell 

Proclaim your praise, in strains sincere, though rude; 

Nor you despise his tributary meed. 

Your countless favours who in vain would tell. 

And ease a heart that swells with gratitude. 

D.R. 
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mARiA, fairest of the vii^ train, 
On Vaga^^ banks, that roam at close of day. 
When £iintly gleams the Sun's declining ray. 
And lengthen'd shadows stretch along the plain; 
Say, will that breast imconscious of disdain. 
Pure as the opening bud that paints the May, 
Accept an humble Shepherd's artless lay. 
And ease with lenient smiles a Lover's pain? 
So shall his oaten reed, which late forlorn 
By its sad master's side in silence hung, 
Consign'd to dumb despair, no longer mourn. 
But tune its happiest notes the woods among; 
To deserts wild shall pale-ey'd care be borne. 
While love and beauty animate his song. 

D.R. 
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SONNET IX. 

TO THE 

SOUTH DOWNS, 

WIITTXN AT NEW GKOVZ IN SUSSEX, AFTEK BEADING 
MBS. CHABLOTTE SM1TH*S SONNETS* 

1789. 

Yb boldly circling hills ! that bound my view. 

And lift your verdant ramparts to the sky. 

Would I were gifted with sweet poesy 

To hail your steeps sublime in numbers due ! 

For oft at early dawn your summits blue 

From billowy mists emerging I descry, 

And oft, when Phoebus drives his car on high, 

Gaze on your changeful scenery ever new. 

Yet not for this so much do I aspire 

My artless strain of reverence to pay, 

As that the Mistress of the Pensive Lyre 

On your lov'd brow has tun'd her tenderest lay; 

In sweetest notes has given your heights to fame, 

And in your praise immortaliz'd her name. 

D.R. 
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SONNET X. 




1 HOUGH Fashion^ proud of such an envied part, 
May wreaths prepare more worthy charms like thine; 
O yet disdain not him whose humbler art 
A rural garland thus hath tried to twine: 
Of violets 'tis made, that first appear 
Type of thy maiden sweets and early worth; 
Of jasmin, like thy virtue, white and clear, 
That needs no sun to draw its blossoms forth; 
And blooming roses, bath'd in gentle dew, 
That best, of all the vernal flowery race, 
Express both loveliness and pity too. 
Like the soft lustre of thy beauteous face: 
O blest ! to whom those looks propitious prove. 
Who myrtle boughs may add, the symbols sweet of 
Love, 

E, 
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SONNET XI. 



TO THE SAME. 



Once more, sweet witching Star of Beauty ^ hail! 

Once more, with partial glance, a minstrel rude 

The shade forsakes of his sequester'd vale. 

And ranges where thy heavenly light is view'd : 

Xhat lights that so enchantingly combines 

The dawn of virtue with the mom of youth; 

That lights that from thy angel-aspeft shines 

In lavish loveliness and radiant truth. 

The wandering wretch, whose soul the beams of grace 

Had first surpris'd at some auspicious shrine, 

Returns a grateful pilgrim to the place, 

To adore his saint — tlius I return to mine; 

And thus to that bright source, whose charming rays 

Inspir'd me first, prefer my grateful lays. 

E. 
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SONNET Xn. 



fUPPOSKO TO IB WKITTXN IT 

CHATTERTON. 



Unhappy he, whose pensive reed still rues 
The cruel sway of unrelenting fate; 
Who, when soft smiling sceties of joy he views, 
Can but cx}ntrast them with his wretched state; 
To whom, in forming, Nature deign'd to impart 
Those gifts the gentle Muses hold the first, 
A glowing fancy, and a feeling heart; 
But gifts, in adverse fortune, how accurst ! 
Xo faithful love who well could tune his voice, 
But ^here 's the sympathizing fair to attend? 
Whose liberal bosom pants to make a choice 
To friendship sacred, yet can meet no friend— 
Nay worse, .though unoffending, seems to find 
Conspiring enemies in all mankind ! 
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SONNET XIII. 



A FRIEND. 



The sweetest efforts of the tuneful art, 

Are Beauty to portray, and Merit praise; 

Beauty first fires the youthful Poet's heart, 

Remoter Merit claims maturer lays. 

The patriot senator of manly sense, 

The leader able, who, with martial skill, 

Makes ev'n rude peasants, for the state's defence, 

Alike alert or steady at his will; 

The polish'd manner, and the taste refin'd, 

The cheerful fnend, and unassuming lord ; 

These are the qualities, that, when combin'd, 

Had I but power to blazon, I'd record : 

And then to apply and dignify my lines, 

I'd tell the world — 'Tis thus that Orchard shines ! 



E. 
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He weD the passion of an haughty heart 
May to his mistress confidently plead, 
Who costly gifts can lavishly impart; 
He well may sue whose wealth will soon succeed. 
But he whom independent Nature fram'd, 
Disdaining at his birth blind Fortune's aid, 
Though with the noblest sense of love inflam'd, 
Yet ne'er must he address his charming maid : 
No, (worse than death !) he tears himself away, 
Recedes from all his suffering soul holds dear: 
But should the generous Nymph, some glorious day. 
Shed o'er his woes a sympathizing tear; 
Preferr'd, at length, and to her bosom prest, — 
Thy minions. Fortune, ne'er were half so blest. 

E. 
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SONNET XV. 



TO 

JULIA. 



A Pensive wanderer, compell'd to rove 

From thy dear converse and enchanting smiles, 

To mitigate the woes of sever'd love, 

Thus oft, with Fancy's aid, the time beguiles. 

I think I trace my charming Julia there. 

Where'er the hand of Nature strews a sweet; 

And through the seasons, as they mark the year. 

Memorials still of all her beauties meet. 

The tender graces of the youthful Spring, 

The glowing loveliness of Summer mild. 

The ripe luxuriance Autumn loves to fling 

Abroad, are thine — ^but oh, through Winter wUd, 

Dreary and joyless all around, I see 

No emblem but of banishment from thee ! 
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SONNET XVI. 



TO THI 

LjIRK 

ON 

DARTMOOR. 



Sw££T soaring minstrel of the wild, I hear 

The pleasing music of thy tunefiJ throat, 

As welcome o'er the desert to mine ear, 

As to benighted hinds the matin note. 

I thank thee, warbler, for thy cheering lay. 

But why in such a barren lonely dell, 

While other scenes the vernal sweets display, 

A wing'd recluse art thou content to dwell ? 

O, yet I trace the motives in thy song. 

For freedom now the lofty burthen bears. 

And now a tenderer strain is pour'd along. 

And love is breath'd with all its charming cares: 

Thus, though ev*n here sequester'd dost thou prove 

Life's dearest blessings, Liberty and Love 

E. 
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SONNET XVn. 

TO 

A YOUNG LADY OF FOURTEEN^ 

ON BXJt 

rRISMHTING THE JOTBOR WITH 

A LOCK OF HER HAIR. 
1790. 

jTake, as I treasure, with a sigh, thy hair, 
The tenderest wishes of affe6Hon take; 
Nor shall I blush to guard with partial care 
This auburn ringlet, for thy charming sake* 
Too soon its kindred tresses, where it grew, 
Tortur'd by all the tricks of varying dress. 
Must lose the brightness of their beauteous hue; 
Too soon must art their easy flow repress. 
Yet never may capricious fashion stain. 
My lovely ^1 ! thy pure angelic mind; 
Never the young simplicity rcstram, 
That sports, with sweet attradion, unconfin'd! 
So shall my Mary's gift, unchanged by art, 
Be the dear emblem of her genuine heart ! 



Vol. L 



194 SONNETS. 



SONNET 

OF 

MARY STUART, 

. QUEEN OF SCOTS, 

ON HIK DIFAR.TUKB VR.OM CALAll TO HSR. OWN KINGDOM. 
TMJMSUTID tMM TBE FRIUCB. 



Farewell, sweet scat of innocence and mirth. 
Where first my breast to youthful joys beat true : 
O France ! thou dearest region of the earth, 
And you, my early blissful days, adieu! 
The bark that seems to bear me thus away. 
Yet bears of me, poor exile, but a part; 
In thy lov'd haunts, where I was wont to stray, 
I've left the prime affections of my heart: 
These still are thine, nor am I quite bereft. 
If but with these thy fostering smiles agrees 
For still, recurring to its pledges left. 
My sympathizing soul shall tend to thee. 

F. 
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FOI. THl 

ANTIMUSICAL SOCIETY. 



PRESIDENT* 

No envy in this lodgp appears. 
Nor strife to us belongs, sirs 

But every one attentive hears 
His neighbour sing his song, sir. 

FIRST SIKGER. 

Unpleasing notes to married ear, 
The cuckow* he doth jingle; 

Discord the sounds can never fear, 
She always liveth single. 

SECOND SINGER, 

Echo in fields the horn doth cheat 
Of its discordant sounds, sir, 

And makes its notes appear most sweet. 
Contrasted with our hounds, sir. 

* An allusion to the Ode to Piscord. 
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*Let OS (tbe hom wiD sound once more) 
Bark wMc die tane's befisre us; 

Disoord will bellow out encorei 
And edio join in chorus. 

FIKST tIKCEK* 

Now kt your steady ears be bent. 
The comb its hum is pouring; 

^was Mircurf%* own instrument^ 
When "J^vty sir, went a whoring, 

Tbe good old Argiu lull'd to sleep, 
Pkas'd by the gentle measure; 

And Jwe no long^ forc'd to peep, 
Kiss'd Juno at his leisure. 

The dame rewarding well the boy. 

For quieting the fox, sir. 
He gave her the ingenious toy. 

To comb her husband's locks, sir, 

GRAND HERALO.f 

In war the trumpet's sound to arms 
Is Discord's favourite boast, sir; 

In peace it gives the same alarms. 
By sounding for the toast, sir. 



D.E. 



* Mercury*% lyre wu a testudo, or tortoise-shell. 

f The great herald has a trumpet to aimouoce the time for giving 
the toast, and alfo to command silence. 



SONGS. 199 



TO 

A LADY. 



It is not form, it is not grace, 

'Tis not the bloom that paints the face, 

That in my Matty I admire. 

Or in my breast awakes desire. 

Though she possesses all the charms 

Can bless the fondest lover's arms. 

Yet charms (the pride of half die fair) 

But mean in Edward's eyes appear. 

Thy prudence, strange in one so young ; 

Thy sweetest melody of tongue; 

Thy temper calm as summer seas; 

Thy winning softness, matchless ease, 

Thy fond anxiety to please; 

Thy skill in every soothing « 

To melt the soul, or warm the heart; 

Place my Matty far above 

E'en scepter'd queens in Edward's love. 

A N^, to one pursuit confin'd, 

To dress, to lure, to jilt mankind. 
May laugh, may flirt without a caus^ 
And barter £ime to gain applause. 
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I t0O| periiaps, (but finown not you) 
May pay the tidie to fiishkm du^; 
Indulge those hopes my pride sui^Iies, 

And court a smik from A n's eyes. 

But mi^t I wish, to crown my days, 
A maid with every charm to please. 
To rid my breast firom jarring strife^ 
And smooth the rugged paths of life; 
Then may'st thou grant my fond desirei 
And to my humble cot retire ! 
In those soft arms content Til rest^ 
And, pleasing thee, myself be blest. 



D.E. 
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SONG. 

O Urge not with that honied tongue, 

What I must disapprove; 
Your Kps your other beauties wrong, 

Forbidding one to love: 
For while you speak, and would persuade, 

Though sweet your accents roll. 
Your charms, yet more persuasive made, 

Still more subdue my souL 

Cold reasons, from an alien source^ 

Too partially you use; 
But these, against your beauty's force, 

Their own force quickly lose: 
O let your words and looks agree, 

Nor longer love controul; 
But with consenting sympathy 

Still more subdue my soul* 
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THE DECLARATION. 



At first I innocently gaz'd 
On thy expressive angel-face; 

Thy looks of loveliness I prais'd. 
Thy form of symmetry and grace. 

I heard too, felling from thy tongue, 
Strains yet more grateful to our ears. 

Than those by Philomela sung 
To nature all dissolv'd in tears : 

I heard, nor thought of love, though still, 
In listemng, for — ^fer more than pleas'dj 

I look'd, nor e'er controll'd my will 
To gaze, 'till all my soul was seiz'd. 

But rous'd to consciousness at last. 
And reach'd the crisis of my fete. 

E'en while I dare declare the past, 
I tremble for my future state. 
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Yet, trusting to thy feeling heart, 
The future must propitious prove; 

The power can ne'er despair impart. 
Whose every emanation 's love. 
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As well — ^to Mercy's altar driven, 

While meek the suppliant breathes his prayer, 
Might Mercy's self destroy, when given 

The blest alternative to spare. 



E. 
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HUNTING SONG.' 



1 HE portak of the East divide; 
The orient dawn is just descried. 

Mild and grey: 
The starry fires dude the sight; 
The shadows fly, before the light, 

Far away. 

Now hark ! the woodland haunt is found ! 
For now the merry bugles sound 

Their sylvan lay: 
As each sweet measiire floats along, 
Sweet echo wakes her mimic song 

Far away. 



* It has been observed of Sporting Songs, in general, that they 
too frequently abound in instances of unmeaning boistcrousness, and 
unfeeling cruelty; and that they are found to be, in course, both 
harsh to the car, and shocking to humanity. As this false taste 
must proceed more from a mechanical imitation of the meanest 
phrases of the field, than real observations from nature, the above is 
an attempt at a less offensive species of Hunting Song; wherein ob- 
}c£U which are thought to be the most pleasing only are described, 
without introducing the garbage of innocent vi^ms, or dwelling 
on the ingeniously cruel arts cither of tormenting or of executing 
them. 
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The stag, now rous'd, right onward speeds ! 
O'er hill and dale, the moor and meads. 

He's fain to strays 
His flight the shouting peasants view; 
His steps the dashing hounds piirsue 

Far away. 

All. day, untir'd, his route we trace, 
Exulting in the joyous chace 

Of such a day! 
At length, at mild eve's twilight ^eam. 
He's taken in die valley-stream. 

Far away. 
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ODE 

TO 

SLEEP^ 

COMPOSED OURINC A VtOLINT ILLNESI, 



1780. 



The raven flaps his darksome wing; 

Around the shades of horror gloom : 
The boding birds of midmght sing, 

And seem to mark my coming doom ! 
O Sleep ! my fcvcr'd soul from spe<Sres bear, 
O guard me from the phantoms of despair. 



4 LYRip PIECES, 

II. 

Ah ! what avails the downy bed. 

While mental sorrow sharpens pain: 
With thee how blest in lowly shed, 

His labour past, the vacant swain ! 
Flush'd with tile bloom of health, no care he knows} 
His evening-hours in early slumber close. 

III. 
No pause fix>m agony I- own. 

Through all the watches of the night j 
But on my restless pillow moan, 

Each heavy hour, 'till morning light. 
Once could I weep: but anguish, too severe, 
Denies my stiffened eye-lids ev'n a tear ! 

IV. 

thou, by whom the heart of woe 
Is freed from all its swelling sighs. 

Who giv'st the wretch with joy to glow, 
As fancy's faery scenes arise; 

1 ask not gilded visions of delight. 

But save me, save me from yon beckoning sprite ! 

V. 
Come then, the oblivious balm diffuse, 

And bid the dread idea fly; 
Ere death descend in freezing dews. 

To film, alas ! the darkened eye : 
Haste, haste, and listen to thy suppliant's prayer. 
And, though death's image, to my bed repair. 
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*Tis his the throbbing breast to still; 

*Tis his the bumii^ lid to close: 
Vet, ere the mortal numbness chill, 

O seal my eyes in soft repose ! 
How sweet, thus lifeless, yet with life to lie; 
Thus, without dying, O how sweet to die ! 
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ODE 

' ON THE 

ISLE OF MANN^ 

TO THE MEMORY OF 

BISHOP WILSON, 

WRITTEN AT THE REQUEST OP THE LATE 

Dr. WILSON, ^ BATH. 
1781. 

As musing erst I cross'd the glades 

Where Mona, doath'd with pendent shades, 

O'erbrows the westering wave; 
Sudden appeared in fa^ maze 
The pidhir'd forms of other days, 
And oft to memory's eye their transient colours gave. 

And " ah ! ye fleeting shapes," I cried, 
** Amidst these glooms in pity glide ! 

" For here ye joy'd to rove 
" In elder times, when mystic strains 
" Echoed through consecrated fanes, 
" And rites of magic charm'd the reverential grove. 
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" O, by your wands of vervsun blue, 
^^ Of power to chase with lustrous dew 

" The vapoury mists away; 
" And by the dark incavem'd chest, 
" Where sleeps Belinus' charmed vest; 
" Again, ye Druid tribes ! your awful forms display* 

*' Who now, while memory views in tears 
" The curtain'd scene of former years, 

^' ShaU guard these magic rocks ; 
" Where Genii oft on sounding wings, 
** Fluttered at evening o'er the springs 
•* That lav'd the wreathing roots of yon fantastic 

"oaks? 

" Who now shall join the minstrers lay, 
" While glitter to the full moon's ray 
*' Their high-strung harps of gold? 
" Or who survey the sweeping pall 
^' Of bards, amid the emblazon'd hall, 
** The Druid's floating pomp, and hoary seers of old ? 

" Who now, where stain'd with sacred blood 
" The central oak o'ertops the wood, 

" Shall see the vi£tim laid 
(" As midnight stills the speSred vale) 
" On the red shrine aghast and pale, 
" And ppis'd aloft in air the lightning of the blade ? 
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" Ah ! these, from Mon a vanished long, 
^^ Scarce live amid the flights of song, 

« The Poet's breast to warm; 
" And ev'n from fancy's eagle eye 
" The soul-entrancing visions fly; 
^ Each Druid sinks away, and fades each faery form ! 

** Yet, where the lurid nightshade blooms, 
^ To some lone ruin's deep'ning glooms 

" The pensive poet steals : 
^' Oft as he marks the Druid graves 
^ And crumbling piles, his bosom heaves 
« With thoughts of ancient days, and pleasing horror 

"feels!" 

Thus whilst the Muses taught to glow 
The spirit of elegiac woe, 

Soft-mdting o'er my breast; 
Instant along the shadowy way 
Trembled a beam of brighter day. 
And from an opening cloud a cherub shone confest. 

" Suppress, fond youth, the imhallow'd strain,'* 
He cried, '* nor rashly thus profane 
" These groves with pagan sighs : 
" Rejoice, that, crush'd to earth, the abodes 
'^ Of Druids and their faWcd gods, 
^ With superstition's frown affront no more the skies. 
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« What ! dost thou mourn the vanish'd rite 
** That gave to horror the pale night, 

*^ And shook the blasted wood; 
" While, as each victim's dying cries 
** Announced the human sacrifice, 
^^ Scar'd at the infernal scene^ the moon went dowp in 

«' blood? 

" No ! let the Star, whose orient ray 
" Those Druid orgies beam'd away, 

** Thy holy reverence daim; 
** And, purer than a poet's fire, 
*' The genuine oracles inspire 
" Thine elevated soul with true religion's flame. 

*• Call with new ardour to thy aid, 
'^ O call a more auspicious shade, 

" And bid thy raptur'd mind, 
^ Full of the blest idea, soar 
« To brighter regions, and adore 
** TTie gracious power that gave a Wilson to man- 

"kind! 

" With joy look round this little isle, 
" And see the genial virtues smile 

« The Christian planted here: 
** Twas his, where pain had fix'd the dart, 
^ To heal with lenient balms the smart; 
" From penury's pale eye 'twas his to wipe the tear! 
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<< With more than all a shqpherd's care 
'^ He rais'd the children of despair ! 

^ By conscious guilt opprest: 
** He hade (where weary sinners trod) 
*' Repentance, pointing to their God, 
^ Guide their reviving souls into the realms of rest. 

^ His flock with undissembled air 
'^ Gather'd around, a smile to share 

" Benevolently warm; 
" And, as by miracle, they thought 
*' A portion of his worth they caught, 
^ If haply veil'd beneath the shadow of his form. 

" Yet, where the rays of virtue shine, 
" Malignant Envy ! it is thine 

" To bid her lustre faint: 
*' And lo ! the Infernal, o'er the scene 
" Dark-brooding, blots the bright serene; 
" And bears to Rushin's* walls the persecuted saint. 

" There, as immur'd the good man lay, 
" Awhile to tyranny a prey, 

" Sat Patience with calm eye: 
** And there too Faith, who gives to flow, 
" O Innocence ! thy robe of snow, 
" Op'd, through the vale of tears, a vista to the sky. 

* Castle Rushin, in the Iilc of Mann, where the Bishop wu iin« 
prisoned. 
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" Yet, Wilson, like a shadow pass'd 
" The storm which envy rais'd, to blast 

" Thy unpolluted head: 
^ Soon thy fair orb resum'd its light, 
" And grew more beautifully bright, 
<< As far dispell'd by truth, the murky darkness tied. 

** At length, thy radiant journey run, 
** With placid close thy evening sun 

" On friendship's trembling tear 
** Glanc'd its last beams, and sunk away; 
*' But rose to everlasting day, 
" And now in glory g^ds the Seraph's happier spiicre !" 

P. 
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ODE 

WftlTTlN AFTER 

A THUNDERSTORM. 
1785. 



Through a slow-labouring cloud, that bore 
Against the winds its lurid store. 

The moon rose, quench'd in blood: 
The foliage lash'd the forest-steep, 
Then shrunk into a gloom more deep, 
And with a sullen murmur foam'd the troubled flood* 

0*cr the dun skirtings of the dale, 
The brooding spirit of the gale 

In pitchy darkness hung; 
When on a lofty-crested oak, 
Sudden, the forked azure broke. 
And down the rocky dell its shiver'd branches flung^ 
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Appaird I saw the sulphur'd front 
Of heaven — above my sylvan haunt 

I saw the tempest roDi—» 
Till Fancy lent her magic aid, 
Dispell'd the terrors of the shade, 
And wing'd to distant climes my quick excursive souL 

" Fear not," she cried, " the thunder's wreck, 
" Since Albim\ guardian genii check 

" The demons of the storm : 
** Far other is the fever'd air, 
** That kindles with eternal war, 
" Where nature starts aghast at many a fiendlike form, 

** Lo ! where, amidst Messene^s towers, 
^* That angel of perdition lours, 

" Pavilion'd in the gloom ! 
<* Mark — ^mark the dead portentous pause — 
" See, earth distends her flaming jaws; 
" And myriads sink ingulph'd in one disastrous tomb* 

" Fell as the grisly lion prowls, 
" Yon desolating whirlwind howls 

" O'er Afrkk\ savage waste: 
" Save, where the billowy horrors sail, 
" In sultry stillness sleeps the gale; 
^ And, if the black air breathe, it breathes a poison'd 
« blast. 
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^' And, as the fierce Arabian bands 
*' Guide o'er immeasurable sands 

" The camel's burning way; 
^^ Behold the ra^ng Samiel rise, 
^^ Pass in pale pomp athwart the skies, 
^ Shake his pestiferous wing, and rush to seize his prey. 

" His giant strides survey — ^his head 
" Half viewless in a cloud of red; 

" Ah ! death was in that grasp !— 
*' To earth they fell: In thunders hoarse 
" He riots o'er each shrivel'd corse, 
" Catches the expiring groan, and stores the envc- 

" nom'd gasp. 

" Or turn thee, where the purest day 
" Unsoften'd in its torrid ray 

" Is all one glaring sky; 
" Where no cool evening spreads its shade; 
" No mellow tints of purple fede; 
" But, as the sun retires, the blazing meteors fly. 

" See in the livid heavens appear 

** Yon' speck, that swells its dusky sphere, 

" And dims the boiling deep: 
" Still broader it expands its orb ; 
" And bursting, as it would absorb 
** All earth, destrudion speeds the dread tornadoes 
" sweep. 
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'* Ah ! Ruin, wide as this, extends 
". Full oft, where panting India bends 

^^ To drink the sacred stream ; 
*^ And, roaring to the host of heaven, 
*' Views from their dens her panthers driv'n, 
" While all her citron groves are wrapt in one wide 
" flame. 

^^ And Ruin, dire as this, hath spread 
" Where Montezuma's offspring bled 

^^ Beoeath the ruffian blades 
** Where, blackening over Andes' height, 
" The Condor wheels its monster flight, 
<^ And bids the enormous plume its iceclad mountain 

" shade. 

" Yet here, though loud the tempest's roar, 
" From PiercefieWs casde, to the shore 

" Where rough Tintadgel frowns, 
^ Thy JUion^s temperate skies shall smile, 
'^ And summer bless the genial isle, 
" Whilst her green clustering hills the unblasted fruit- 

" age crowns. 

" Here, though the keener lightnings play, 
" *Tis but to give the infolding day 

" A more salubrious breeze; 
** And, whirling sulphur to the skies, 
'* Though ThuUs sink, and ThuUs rise, 
** Her firm-bas'd rocks shall stand, begirt with friendly 

"seas!" P. 
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ODE 

WRITTEN IN A 

PICTURE-GALLERY. 
1786. 



Upon the dusky-stoled portrait hoar 

Slept the silver orb of night: 
When in a fleecy cloud the broken light. 

Fainting, fled — his tresses frore 
Sudden to the moon he shoolc, 
And with awaken'd wildness in his look. 

That pn deeds of battle mus'd, 
From his ptiajestic brow a sabler shade efius'd. 

** Ah I where the worthies of old time, he sigh'd, 

" Where the richly-pi£hir'd race 
** That fronted the long gallery's scutcheon'd grace f 
*' Where the chief, whose mailed pride 
*^ Near yon pillar erst repos'd ; 
" Whilst through the lifted beaver he disclosed 

" The Crusader's ardent soul, 
♦* That bade the unhallow'd blood in one wide torrent 
♦' roU, 



lYRlC PIECES. J7 

•* What though in cnnin'd dignity I view 

" Glanville's* venerable foim? 
^^ No more with life's expressive semblance warm 

** Lo, he wears a clay-cold hue ! 

** Pale his consort's gorgpous train; 
^' Scarce glimmer the faint honours of her chain, 

'^ Though but erst the ponderous gold 
*^ Flung its resplendent light across each fluid fold. 

*« What though where proud Godolphin crowns the 
" plain 

** Turretcd in antique gloom, 
^ These hoary forms beneath the fretted dome 

" Rise, in sweeping robe,t again; 

** There, unheeded too, they fade, 

" Ah ! never by the gazing eye surveyed; 
** While their pensive shadows fall 
^ In solitary state along the banner'd halL 

" There once, when Chivalry's romantic flame 
'' Fiercely burnt in warrior breasts, 
^< The hospitable Baron hail*d his guests, 

** Steel-clad by his tissued dame ! 



^ * An original Pi£lure of Judge GLanvilli and his Lady, in 

the Author's possession. 

-f Judge G L A N V I L'L I and his Lady ire also represented at Codol- 
phin in Cornwall. 
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^ Rich the goblet's golden gleam, 
<< Thdr plum'd casques nodding o'er its spiced stream : 

^ And, as many a deed was sung 
" Of valorous cnterprizc, the roofs high-rafter'd rung. 

" There echoed to the minstrel-harp divine 
^ Tales of battling swords that clash'd, 
*' As all the tournament its glory flash'd 

** On the chiefs of Cornish line; — 
" Tales of Kaliburk, that mow'd 

** A million down, where slaughtering Arthur strode; 
** Who, though strong by magic steel'd, 

<< Fell a gigantic corse, and shook all Camlan's field! 

" There, in heroic song, the adventurous blade, 

<' Storming the dim castle, broke 
^< The wizard speU, and, ^t the massy stroke, 

^ Rescued the long-prison'd maid ! 

*' There, impetuous, from the van 
" The red-cross knight along the ramparts ran; 

" And, distain'd with paynim gore, 
*' From Salim's battlements the sacred trophies tore. 

^^ Such themes, familiar to Godolphin's walls, 

** 'Midst the Baron's festal cheer, 
" Fill'd, when the deeds of warlike worth were dear, 
** All Cornubia's castle-halls ! 
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** Buried with the mighty dead, 
" From human eye the enthusiast fires are fled: 
. " Hers'd I saw Lanhydrock's lord! 
'^ There Chivalry last hail'd the high baronial board. 

" To prop yon desolated arch were vain, 
" Mouldering by the moated streams ! 
" The unvaulted gate-way through its ivy gleams; 
" As athwart the Gothic fene 
" Yonder wildly-rifted yew, 
" That o'er the cloyster its broad branches threw, 
^^ Darksome in the days of yore, 
^* The wreck of each rude storm still echoes in the 
'* roar. 

" Perish'd are all the triumphs of romance! 

" Yet, along the drear walls dank, 
*' The dinted target's and riv'n corslet's clank 

" Tell of many a bloody lance; 
*' Where, Restormal's rampires round, 
'* To the rough fragment's mass the hills resound; 

" Where Dunheved, frowning deep, 
'* Slopes its embattled towers with necromantic sweep." 

He ceas'd : — and kindling fearful to the view, 

Rapid as the lightning's ray, 
A speftre on the moon-beam glanc'd away ! 

Instant his blank visage grew 
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Paler than the stiffen'd dead ! 
(Each column shivering as the speSre fled) 

And, the shade of mortal mould, 
IKm was hb feeble form, his sombre eye was cold. 

P. 
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MONA, 

AH 

ODE. 



I. 

CC.Q 

OHROUD, in the billowy mist's deep bosom shroud 
" My ravaged isle !"— the voice was vain— 

MoNA ! mark yon kindling cloud 
That seems to fire the main; 

As, flashing to the distant skies, 

Broad the hostile flames arise 

From the reverential wood; 

Red its central gloom with blood! 

Many a white-rob'd Druid hoar 

Totters in the stream of gor&— 

Meets the faulchion's furious blow. 

Sinking, execrates the foe; 

Or, across the CromJeb's stone, 

Pours his dark mysterious moan ; 

Or grasps his shrine, and hails the stroke, 

Stabb'd beneath his holy oak; 

Yelling, while the maniac-maid 

Hurries down the dimwood glade; 
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And uproots her bristling hair, 
Paler amid the ghastly glare ! 

II. 

But lo! the scenes of other days are fled! 

Yet mysterious horror fills 
The long-scoop'd dales, where Druids bled. 

And deepens the dark hills! 
Through the tree-tufted rock, that wide 
Opes, as rent, its chasmy side. 
Ivied ruins gleaming grey. 
Break the torrent's foamy way: 
There the Enthusiast loves to dwell. 
Low in the romantic dell; 
Tracing temples, abbey walls, 
Shiver'd arches, castle halls: 
Whether the sun dart his light 
'Mid the branches, mossy white; 
Or the star of eve, aslant, 
Glimmers on the speftre-haunt; 
Oft as the moon-light Echoes round. 
Add their store of mellow sound 
To the crash of tumbling heaps 
That o'erbrow'd the craggy steeps; 
To the murmurs of the cave. 
Fretted by many a restless wave ! 
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ODE 

TO THE 

RIVER CQLY. 
1789. 



Ah ! sootlimg stream, whose murmurs dear 
Meet, once again, my pensive ear, 
That wand'rest down thine osier'd vale. 
Where passion breath'd her melting tale; 
Thy evening banks to memory sweet, 
I fondly trace, with pilgrim feet ! 
Here, stealing through the willow shade. 
That quiver'd o'er my charming maid, 
Full oft hath youthful ardour prest 
The bloom of love on Laura's breast. 
While to the languish of her eyes 
That heaving bosom blush'd in sighs; 
Hung on her lips in rapture warm, 
And clasp'd the virpn's thrilling form ! 
Then every twinkling leaf above 
Seem'd conscious of the sighs of love; 
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Sudden the pathway's easy flow 
Wav'd in a gentler curve below j 
Each flower assum'd a soften'd hue, 
And clos'd his cup in brighter dew ! 
Though not the same these views appear. 
As when I rov'd a lover here; 
Though far from Laura's smile I stray, ' 
And slope my solitary way; 
Yet — ^yct, with no cold glance I see 
This winding path, that willow tree; 
Yet, musing o'er the streamlet bend, 
And in each pebble find a friend ; 
And eager catch, at every pace. 
Of former joys some fading trace — 
Some features of the past, that seem 
The faery painting of a dream ! 
But ah ! the twilight shadows fall. 
Dun evening hastes to darken all;— - 
A duskier verdure doaths the dale. 
The mossy branches glimmer pale, 
And^ CoLY ! the fair scene is o'er. 
Thy lovelorn waters mark'd no more ! 
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PART OF 

THE EPICEDIUM 

OF 

REGNER LODBROG, 

TRANSLATED. 



What's surer to the warrior brave, 

* Than to meet death's grisly form— 

* Though he seem to mock the grave, 

* Firm amidst the battle's storm? 

* He alone in sorrow dies, 

' Who hath never felt a pang ! 
^ Lo, where pale the dastard fiies, 
' Eagles stretch the bloody fang, 

* Life its lingering light in vain 

* To the coward soul affords ; 

* While he dreads tlie camag'd plain, 

* Trembling at the sport of swords« 

* Fairly match'd to battle go: 

* This is glorious — ^this is great!* 
^ Striplings, deal the mutual blow, 

* Nor let man from man retreat 
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' Long was this the warrior's fame— 
' Foremost in the roar of arms ! 

* 'Till such valour marks thy name, 

^ *Claim not thou the virgin's charms ! 

* Led by destiny, we fight; 

' And, if fete our being bound, 

* Seldom 'tis in mortal might 

* To o'erstep the iron mound. 

* Little did my heart forebode 

' ELLA'sf power to take my life, 

* On the day when vengeance glow'd, 

* Snuffing wild the hostile strife; 

* Fainting when I cover'd o'er 

' Torrents of my fevered blood; 

* And, in haste, from off the shore 

* Push'd my bark into the flood. 

* Then, on every Scottish bay, 

' All in triumph, had we spread 

* The repast for beasts of prey 

' Gorg'd with bodies of the dead. 



• None but the brave deserve the fair. D&ydem. 

+ Hit enemy, who had condemned him to death. 
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* Yet I glory !— yet I hugh ! 

^ Since I know, while now I fall, 

* With my comrades I shall quaff 

^ Mantling ale in Balder's hall. 

* Yes ! on many a festal bench — 

' Yes ! our joys shall then be full, 

* When our thirst we shouting quench 

* From the Foeman's hollow skijlL 

* Courage never drooping there 

* Groan'd at death, in Odin's dome! 

* Nor with accents of despair 

' To the destin'd hall I come. 

* Now would all Aslauga's race 

' Rush to battle, red with ire, 

* Could they see their father's facej 

' Could they see their writhing sire. 

* To my sons a nurse I've ^v'n, 

* Who with valour fill'd their heart — 

* Ah ! I feel my body riv'n ! 

* Ah ! I feel the venom'd smart ! 

* Many a viper tears my limbs j 

* L« ! I hurry to my end ! 

* Dim in death, each eye-ball swims— 

* Snakes my inmost bosom rend ! 
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* Yet, I trust, my sons will drench 

< Swift their speai;^ in Ella's breast, 

* From his hands the sceptre wrench; 

< Nor repose in idle rest. 

« Fifty battles have I fought, 
^ Rearing the tall standard high : 

* And my early youth was tau^t 

^ Deep in blood the sword to dye. 

« Then I hop'd no earthly king 

' More renown'd than I, drew breath— 
« Ah! I feel the mortal sting! 

< But I must not mourn my death. 

« The terrific Dys^ call ! 

* Let me — ^let me close my song— 

* Odin sent them from his hall — 

* How they beckon ! how they throng! 

* On a lofty seat elate, 

^ I shall quaiF the foaming ale; 

* With the goddesses of fate, 

' And with Odin's self regale. 

* Now my bright career is run ! 

* Quivers yet my vital fire! 

* Gasping — panting — lo I 'tis done ! 

' With a smile I shall expire !' 
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ODE 

ON THE 

SUSCEPTIBILITY OF THE POETICAL MIND. 



lis not for vulgar souls to feel 
Those sacred sympathies reiin'd, 
That o'er the Poet's bosom steal, 

When nature, to his glowing mind. 
Each varied form, each colour gives. 
Where rich the bloom of beauty lives. 

II. 
For him yon' smooth and sweUing green 

In contrast with the craggy steep, 
Hath charms, by common eyes imseen, 

As o'er the lawn with shadowy sweep 
That oak's luxuriant foliage flows. 
And to the summer-sunbeam glows. 

III. 
His fancy-roving eye perceives 

New pleasure in the ludd stream. 
That to the rose's opening leaves 

Refleds a crimson-tindiu-'d gleam; 
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And .wanders down the daisied vale 
To the tall aspin, quivering-pale, 

IV. 

For him yon fawns in many a maze 
The splendor of the morning court; 

Or group'd, enjoy the genial blaze, 
As satiate of their frolic sport; 

And, with a charm unfelt by few. 

The settinjg glory still pursue. 

V. 

He sees some faery power illume 
The orient hills with richer light. 

Chasing the mist's disparted gloom: 
He sees, upon the mountain-height. 

Some faery power the pencil hold 

To paint the evening-cloud with gold. 

VI. 

There, as the deep and stilly shade 

On night's pale bosom seems to rest, 
And from the glimmering azure fade 

The last cool tints that streak the west; 
He heaves — ^though others wonder why- 
He cherishes the pensive sigh, 

Vil. 
If then, a livelier passion move 

The Poet's breast, to nature true; 
If in such scenes, with looks of love, 

He trace a more attraftive hue; 
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His heart what exstacy inspires. 
The female form when beauty fires. 

VIII. 

Light, as on air, her steps advance ! 

Others may gaze with pleasured eye- 
He casts a more enamour'd glance, 

He breathes a more delicious sigh ! 
Others may hail the enchanting sight — 
He faints with tremulous delight ! 

IX. 

The blush of languishing sixteen 
Which mantles to emotions warm; 

That winning negligence of mien; 
Those graces of the finest form; 

Those shadowy tresses wild, wliich rove 

To kiss the heaving bloom of love. 

X. 

And melting o'er the accordant keys 
Touch'd by her rosy fingers fleet, 

Those tones, which, as the dying breeze, 
Mix with a voice divinely sweet — 

Others unwonted ardours boast; 

But, O Letitia, he is lost!* 



• Here the author would be understood only to express that tre- 
mulous sriisibiliiy — that fine perception of the beautiful, which is 
inferparablc fiom thp Poetical Miud. 
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XI. 

Nor less his vivid feelings prize * 
The gay Honoria's artless youth; 

Oft as her more effulgent eyes, 
Beaming intelligence and truth. 

And, kindling quick with fancy, dart 

The expression of the untroubled heart; 

XII. 

Ere with a spirit unreprest 

Her easy converse steal the hours, 

Where shines, in blessing others blest, . 
A soul unconscious of its powers ! 

Ere yet a woodnote warbled wild 

Proclaim her. Nature's favourite child. 

XIII. 

And if a Laura's glance so meek. 

So gende — so retir'd an air. 
Her native loveliness bespeak; 

While as the radiance of the star. 
That softly ^ds the evening-dew, 
Her's is a trembling lustre too ; 

XIV. 

O, if her heart such feelings breathe. 

So tender as her blushes tell. 
His hand shall weave a modest wreath 

To fuit her timid sweetness well; 
And ever to her worth awake, 
Sliall guard it for Iiis Laura's sake. 
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Such are the forms ^e values most- 
Waves the rich foliage o'er the lawn ; 
The dales their roseate treasures boast; 

In sunny mazes sports the fawn; 
The rills their liquid amber pour- 
Still, still he fondly fancies more. 

XVI. 

*' Come, lovely Laura ! grace the shade— 
" O come, to harmonize the whole!" 

Yet, if he meet the melting maid. 
Her beauty fills his ravish'd soul ! 

The lawn, the shade, new charms may own — 

The charms he sees in her alone! 



P. 
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ODE 

TO 

CARE. 



Pale Care away! thy menace I despise! 
My bosom hath no cell for such a guest ! 

Go— to the wrinkled brow and hollow eyes- 
There, like the assassin, watch and murder rest ! 

Blithe will I sing, since from thy fangs I'm free, 

And joy shall strew the paths of liberty. 

Pale Care, farewell! fit inmate for despair. 
The wintry blast is not more keen than thine; 

Thy snow can silver o'er the youthful hair. 
And thy cold touch can bid e'en beauty pine : 

Sly thief, begone ! since from thy fangs I'm free, 

Blithe joy shall strew the paths of liberty! 

Go mope, and pensive sit with Melancholy 
In mouldering cave, or in some lonely dell ! 

Again to harbour thee I deem it folly ! 
Far from my bosom fly — pale Care, farewell ! 

Blithe will I sing, since from thy fengs I'm free. 

And joy shall strew the paths of liberty ! S. 
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FOUR ODES, 



WRITTEN AT DXFFXRSNT riRXODfl 

ON PUBLIC OCCASIONS. 



ODE I. 



Flow dim, how faded is the ray 

Which pour'd around effulgent day, 

When Britain bom her glorious height 

Dazzled the nations with superior light ! 

When Pitt with ardent eye, 

Vigour and wisdom by his side. 

Pointed her sons to viSory ! 

Instinct with patriot pride. 
When every shore her bands unrivall'd saw. 
When every sea she rul'd, and stamp'd the imperial 
law! 

I. a. 

Could Envy bear her fuU-blown fame; 
Her triumphs, and exalted name? 
Deep-stung, the Gaulsy the Iberians rise; 
Throu^ Europe*s realms the baleful fury flics ! 
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In treacherous league combin'dy 

To open force, or secret war. 

All bend their eager mind; 

While Russia's genhis from afar 
An hostile world beholds, with savage smile. 
The unequal contest urge, and brave the insulted isle. 

I- 3. 

Fixt as her rocks, in proud disdain. 

An hostile world had strove in vain: 

But weak self-love, with frigid heart. 

Her plans defin'd, and studious art. 

Which perils shunning, fear'd to advance 

Where party wav'd her threatening lance; 

While vice her snares unceasing spread. 

The dance &ntastic folly led; 
And public spirit with indignant si^t, 
On eagle plumes uprais'd, steer'd wide her distant 
flight. 

IL 1. 

Such is the curse from wealth which springs; 

Such ills unbounded commerce brings; 

From Eastern gems and flaming ore 

These plagues have quicken'd on our tainted shore. 

Hence Luxury's pamper'd race, 

Unconscious of the truly great, 

Have banish'd every manly grace* 

Hence from their native seat 
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Hath Dissipation, with a monarch's power, 

The nobler virtues chas'd, and sports in every bower. 

n. a. 

See ! where across the clouded sky,. 

With them the genuine Muses fly ! 

When patriot virtue left our clime, 

Perish'd the daring sentiment sublime. 

And each extatic thought} 

With all the nameless energies 

By Pity's voice pathetic taught, 

Contemn'd, Reflexion lies ; 
For rapid Joy stays not to look behind. 
And vague Caprice succeeds to dignity of mind. 

II. 3. 

But with a weak and sickly mien 

Languid Humanity is seen, 

Who^ hearing Misery's clamorous tone. 

Gives, to relieve herself alone. 

And Vanity relates her tale. 

And Levity outstrips the gale. 

And Laughter echoes 'mid the throng, 

And Novelty her flimsy song 
Deliglited sings; while fetter'd, as in ft'ost. 
Melodious Sweetness pines, and Harmony is lost 

III. 1. 
Yet, though debas'd, no foreign foes 
Have wrought my country's deadly woes« 
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Not braver, not more virtuous tficy, 

Not less of pleasure or of vice the prey. 

Who, of their chiefs, appear 

Transcending gallant Hood i 

Or Parker, Belgians lasting fear? 

Or Rodney, of the flood 
Undoubted arbiter? Who stands supreme 
Like Elliot on his rock, of future times the theme ^ 

III. a. 

To her own sons she vail'd her crest. 

If, with internal concord blest^ 

If, unestrang'd by partial fate, 

Her sons had not defied their parent state ; 

Unmoved, for many an age 

She might have laugh'd to scorn 

Invidious Europis fruitless rage. 

Her fall shall not adorn 
Their brows, who still upon the watery plain 
Her naval thunders fled, or wore the captive chain. 

III. 3- 

Self-vanquisht she; no adverse host. 
Not millions arm'd the deed can boast. 
O Britain! coiJd thy loss restore 
One exii'd virtue to thy shore ; 
May no heroic Hughes be found 
With terrors to proteft the ground j 
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But Indhj black Corruption's source. 

Defenceless yield to Gallia^s force ! 
But ah ! what realm deep plung'd in luxury's stream 
E'er rose with honour deckt, with glory's pristine beam i 



ODE II. 

I. 

riiGH heaven decreed — the Muse no more 
Exults upon her native shore, 
Viewing the pile by ages rais'd, 
By freedom founded, wisdom prais'd. 
Where Science, Taste, each art reiin'd, 
Hail'd the concenter'd powers of mind; 
Where valour brought the spoils of fight, 
By justice render'd doubly bright: 
Where patriot vigour, patriot virtue shone. 
And empire sat sublime, and fill'd her awefiil throne. 

II. 
As towering thus above the flood. 
Its dread, its wondrous ramparts stood, 
With conscious enei^ she sung. 
Aloft the glowbg wreathes were hung. 
It fell — ^heaven gave the stern commands- 
Its ruins vast o'erspread the land. 
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No more by prejudice enchain'd, 
By partial bonds, her thoughts umtin'd 
Expatiate wide, and darting throu^ the sky. 
Follow the glittering track, the track of liberty. 

IIL 

No hostile flame her breast inspires; 

It bums with purer, nobler fires : 

To its impulsive ardour true. 

She joins the applause to merit due; 

With Washington adorns her strain, 

His fixt contempt of sordid gain. 

His fixt contempt of sordid art. 

And all the virtues of his heart. 
By wealth untempted, or Ambition's lust, 
Consistent with himself, and to his country just. 

IV. 

She sees the votive laurel shine; 
She sees a grateful people twine 
Its foliage with an olive bough 
To incircle Greene's sdefted brow. 
He too demands her tunefiil lays. 
Who stood, undazzled by the rays 
Of viftor pomp, and warrior pride. 
And blushing tum'd his eyes aside. 
Unwilling to behold the ill-destin'd train 
Their vanquisht arms uprear on Saratoga's plain. 
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V. 

She sees confusion quit the dime, 

And order bom, the child of time ; 

While agriculture thins the woods, 

And commerce bounds across the floods; 

Sees industry with plenty blest. 

And peace in flowing garments drest. 

And knowledge, foe to jarring strife. 

And all the sweets of polisht life, 
And Britain in her offspring rise again. 
With happier omens rise, beyond the Atlantic main. 

VI. 

Again accords the British lyre 

Responsive to the master's fire; 

With lucid forms the rallies gleam; 

By Chesapeake or Hudson^ stream, 

Enamour'd of her new retreats, 

The British Muse her notes repeats. 

There shall her tragic numbers charm. 

Her epic strains with transport warm; 
While Shakspeare's ample shade delighted roves. 
And Milton hears his &me remurmur'd through the 
groves- 

VII. 

Nor is the adventurous spirit lost. 
Which once their ancestors could boast. 
The daring soul, forbidding rest. 
And urging on th' intrepid breast. 
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WhUc on the MisusippH strand 

Thus speaks the genius of the land: 

Britannia's progeny, arise ! 

This frith, these bounds minute despise! 
My guiding steps with ardent minds pursue; 
The Calif ornian shore, the Western confines view ! 

VIII. 

Pierce through the wilds ! possess the sea ! 

To India's borders ope your way ! 

O'ershade those waves, with ensigns proud. 

Which none but Drake and Cooke have ploughed ! 

Downward descend ! yon re^ons trace ! 

Assail ! expel the Iberian race ! 

Their fetters burst ! the nations cheer? 

And plant the tree of freedom, there ! 
There be the bolts of righteous vengeance hurl'd ! 
And crush, while justice smiles, the tyrants of the 
world ! 

IX. 

Contemplating the ideal draught. 
Lost in the inunensity of thought. 
Say, shall the Muse still hover o'er 
This little, this polluted shore? 
Or heed, from her prophetic height. 
This spot, almost a point to sight? 
The Muse, whose numbers echoed round. 
Shall on the Obi9'% banks resound ^ 
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Where'er America^ broad lakes extend, 
Or where her farthest rocks, her widc-stretch'd limits 
end. 



ODE III. 
I. 

No — ^Fancy in her wildest course, 
Impell'd by Indignation's force. 
Cannot from Memory's bosom tear - 
The ideas fondly cherisht there. 
Where life, where sense, where passion grows, 
Thence warm the love of country flows 
Deep from the beating heart : no powers 
Of vice or folly can destroy the flowers 
Which by the balmy stream are fed; 
Though withering wan they droop the head. 
Though on the ground reclin'd they lie, 
Still grateful to the smell, and lovely to the eye, 

II. 

While Hope expands her varied wings. 
And from the glossy plumage flings 
Gay beams, to tinge with colours bright 
Prospers of yet unborn delight 
No — still entranc'd Refledion roves 
Beneath thy science-sheltring groves, 
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Thy hntSy and cloister'd domes amongy 
Time-sainted Jsisf where the classic song 
First stole upon my youthful car, 
Eager the notes divine to hear, 
In vain soft-warbled to the croud, 
Who to Lyjeus bend, and chaunt his orgies loud. 

in. 
Can I forget the fertile meads. 
Through which enchanted Isca leads 
His bounteous stream; or Alphin^s bank. 
The whispering reeds, and osiers dank. 
Through which his slender current glides; 
The fruitage glistening on hb sides ; 
The hazel copse; the mossy seat; 
The tufted elms; the blapd, the calm retreat; 
Which love enrich'd, which pride may scorn,. 
Which reason, candour, peace adorn. 
Which early life with joy surveyed. 
Where age shall wish to dwell and rest its wearied 
head? 

IV. 

A thousand Rowing thoughts ascend ! 
My steps ethereal forms attend ! 
They cannot fail; they must survive, 
True, and substantially alive. 
Far fi-om the guilt-invelopt throng 
Their hallow'd stay they yet prolong. 
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In many a dell, and secret glade, 
The milder virtues seek the inspiring shade; 
And (not to slothfiil ease resign'd) 
The sterner offspring of the mind, 
At Freedom's call prepared to brave 
The scepter'd arm of force, and danger's blackest 
wave. 

V. 

Nor shall the Muses cease to pour 
Their sage, or sweetly-soothing lore. 
While Hayley leads the chosen train. 
And Seward joins her manly strain ; 
And Mason unimpair'd can bring 
His chaplets redolent of spring; 
Which offer'd up, with numbers chaste. 
Bloom in the shrine of elegance and taste. 
Still, though within a narrower bound, 
Conspicuous 'mid the kingdoms round. 
Safe from each plague may Albion stand !— 
Oppression's tyrant crew ! a Monarch's lawless hand ! 

VI. 

These ills unknown — ^the veil of fate 

What human eye can penetrate? 

Though adverse storms with furious sway 

Its verdant honours swept away; 

Yet, if uncanker'd be the root, 

New germs, new branches still may shoot. 



{ 
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Some spirit of uncommon strain 
May nobly burst usurping Custom's chain; 
Scorn Policy's enroneous creed. 
Her meanly-temporizing deed. 
Bum with a pure exalted flame, 
For future ages toil, and pant for deathless fame» 

VII. 

The imagined scene to realize. 
Arise, illustrious youth ! arise ! 
*' Who shall forbid the son to aspire, 
" To rival, to transcend his sire? 
" The realm he dignified, to save? 
*' Bind strug^ing FaiSion in, her cave? 
" The opposing principles set free, 
** Imperial might, and soaring liberty? 
'^ 'Till both unconquer'd, both remain, 
" And fix thdr joint, mysterious reign?" 
Who shall forbid? — ^when through the gloom 
Such are the sounds he hears firom his great father's 
tomb? 



ODE IV. 
I. 
Not on himself alone descends 
The copious dew of public love, 
Whose step to Fame's ethereal mansion tends, 
Through paths which distant seras may approve^ 
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The high reward his offspring share; 
While piercing deep within each conscious mind^ 
They fed the hereditary sting 
Impelling young Ambition's vigorous wing 
Its emulative flight to dare, 
And leave ignoble guilt, and timid vice behind 

II. 

Yet, though refle£Hng on the man 

Whose bosom fraught with aftive zeal 

Conceiv'd, and perfected the strenuous plan 

Which cloath'd in peerless light the common-weal, 

Britannia's voice now bids the son 

Ii> government's exalted sphere to sit; 

May she with jealousy behold 

His talents, cast in Nature's happiest mouldy 

BBnd Faith's implicit tenets shun. 
Nor trust without reserve the virtues of a Pitt. 
III. 

And thou, young Statesman ! on whose head. 

While low the boasted phalanx lies. 

Green laurels from th' enfranchis'd throne arc spread. 

Still on the people cast thy grateful e)'esi 

Their inborn liberty revere. 

Heaven's plant, wliich drinks the purest beams of day. 

Oh ! firmly with die regal power 

Its branches mingle in thy hallow'd bower; 

Nor, as the vernal buds appear, 
Forbid them thick to bloom, and dart their kindred ray. 
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IV. 

Fear not, embracing in thy soul 
Each thought from re£titude which springs. 
The clouds of sad mischance shall o'er thee roll. 
Or Ruin wrap thee in her sable wings. 
Not thus shall an impartial land 
Thy aftions judge - nor suffer kingly pride, 
Or seeming Friendship's treacherous race. 
Or Grandeur's offspring leagued in fa(5tion base. 
To wreck thy vessel on the strand, 
Deep-buried its rich freight, or scatter'd o'er the tide. 

• ' V. 

So shall thy foes in secret own. 
That e'en a minister is seen 
In Truth's pure vest b^irt with Honour's zone; 
And idly hope by art or venom'd spleen 
To blend with hypocrites his mind; 
Who in the private track of life disdains 
To spurn with frondess impudence 
The eternal laws of probity and sense; 
Or rush with passion unconfin'd, 
Goad on each wild excess, and loose the firantic rdns« 

VI. 

Unshaken on thyself rely, 
Feel thy owh worth, and rule secure; 
A lasting sway thy proper dignity, 
And an applauding nation shall insure. 



lYRlC Pl£CK8. 44 

•V. 

What joy the Muse's breast inspired 
When she the enthusiast energy surveyed, 
Which caird on thee the hdm to seize! 
Saw the fixt principle of former days 
Still by the love of virtue fir'd, 
Uniting every heart, in every face displayed ! 

VII. 

By thee evoked, from her retreat 
Shall exil'd wisdom blushing rise, 
And patriot ardour grace her chosen seat 
Again eSulgent with celestial dies. 
What deeds (revolve we History's page) 
Can one determin'd mind perform? 
Ye ruins of imperial jR«m^/ 
Say, when Italia moum'd her doom, 
Harrass'd by tyrants in their r^^ 
As folly's wanton breath, or madness urg'd the storm.- 

VIII. 

Say, with what transport she beheld 
Illustrious Trajan's awefiil brow. 
When he the fierce Barbaric hosts repell'd, 
Or bade the stream of plenty largely flow; 
How did she venerate the throne 
Of Antoninus calm and wise! 
Though sunk in shame, as now in dust. 
When freed from cruelty and lust; 
Enlarg'd her towering stru£hires shone. 
Once more her eagle flew, and soar'd amid the skies. 
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IX. 

Nor may thy efforts prove in van, 
O youth, bdov^dby Britain! — scorn 
The livid shades, which, rais'd by party mean. 
Would intercept the radiance of thy monu 
And though our lot were milder far 
To bend beneath a Monarch's hand, 
Than crouching eye the insulting few, 
By thee, while envy shuns the view, 
Uninjur'd, and without a scar. 
Long may thy country's rights and free dominion stand ! 

X, 

Our dire internal waste repair! 
Curb the dcstruftive plunderer's might. 
And rescue suffering India from despair I 
Bid commerce spread her sails with fi^h delight: 
Our pristine charaftcr restore; 
Each source of latent vigpur trace. 
On every Jiberal art display 
The bounteous animating ray: 
Nor let, indignant, from our shore 
The harmonious muse retire, or veil her decent firce. 

XI. 

So shall thy valued name survive 

To times remote, with glory blest, 

A meed for which thy afts sublimely strive> 

A meed rqeded by the vicious breast. 
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SI 



But to its love arc ever due 
Intrepid thought, exertion strong. 
Firm sapience, policy re&i'd. 
Each lucid attribute of mind; 
The just, the great, the beautiful, the new. 
The unrivall'd statesman's deeds, the immortal charms 
of song. 

V. 
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TWO LOVELY SISTERS. 

1791. 



Chlpris is more than heavenly fiur; 
Angels with envy mi^t her flaxen hair, 
Her eyes of blue ethereal fire, 
Her lips, the attra£Hve gems of yoimg desire^ 
Her cheeks with roses on the snowy mould. 
And all the graces of her form, behold ! 

If she be more than heavenly fair, 
O Cynthia, what art thou? 
Her sister and her sweet compeer- 
How shall I paint thee? Tell me how? 

Thy auburn ringlets which enchain 

The soul of love — those jetty orbs which dart 

Such arrowy streams upon the heart; 

That face, whence sentiment and sens^ 

Their mingled energies dispense, 
Such beauties to describe were vain- 
While health a nameless attribute bestows. 
And shaded by soft brown the pure vermilion glows ! 
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How is my labouring bosom torn, 

When I your di£Perent charms survey! 
You surely were for conquest bom, 

And I to fall an easy prey ! 
O Venus J neither will I chuse*- 

Could one without the other bless ? 
In her, who wa$ denied to my caress, 

I Paradise and all its joys should lose. 
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SONG of BLONDEL, 



An ODE far MUSIC. 



ARGUMENT. Richakd the First, King of England, on hit re- 
turn from the Holy Land, it tcized and imprisoned by Lkopold, 
Duke of Austria, in passing through that Prince's dominions. The 

, place of his confinement being discovered by his faithful servant 
and minstrel IH-ondil, the latter repairs to Augsburg, where a 
meeting of the German Princes is then held, and, at an entertain- 
ment given by the Emperor, delivers the following Ode before that 
Assembly, with the hope of becoming instrumental to hit BiCastcr't 
enlargement from his unjust captivity. 



RECITATIVE. 

Princes, and Peers, attend my strain! 
Alas, that in this noble train, 

Who lift the festive goblet high, 
I seek my dearest Lord in vain, 
With whom we Drav'd the raging main. 

And forced the Saracen to fly ! — 
No fabled Chiefs of ancient time 
Shall grace your Minstrel's homely rhyme, 

But Truth his well-known theme supply. 
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AIR. 

See from Istria's inmost bay 
Richard's arm the Cross display! 
Warriors haste ! the sign is g^ven, 
" Conquest in the cause of Heaven:" 
Haste to join the bold array !♦ 

recitative. 
By Leuca's hallow'd point we glide^f 
And stem Calabria's gulphy tides 
Till o'er Sicilia's eastern vale 
We mark the mount^-fire$ grow pale]: 
Before the rising day, 

AIR, 

Nor less for happy Love, 

Than glorious arms renown'd. 
Imperial Dames, in fair Messina's towers,^ 

With rival beauty strove, 

In nuptial garlands bound. 
To lead the Captain of the Christian Powers. 

* Richard embarked at Trieste, in the gulpb of Venice; a come* 
crated banner was given by the Pope on the occasion. 

f St. Mary of Lcuca, the northern point of the gulph of Taranto, 

X Mount iEtna. 

^ Alios, sister of Philip Augustus King of France, and Bs- 
rsngaria, Princess of Navarre; the Utter of whom Richaks 
married, and took with him on his expedition. 
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AIR. 

Ambition berey and Policy, divide; 
TTfere soft Affection points the future bride. 
Love smiles apart, and triumphs in the prizes 
That Alice yields to Berengaria's eyes. 

RECITATIVE. 

Impatient King ! refrain;* 
Nor 'till the wintry moons are past 
Attempt the faithless main — 
On Afric's shores, beneath a wUrlwind's form. 
The fiend of Mahoun a^tates the storm. 
Beneath the driving blast 
Low bends the lofty mastj 
All aid, but Heaven, is vain! 

AIR and CHORUS. 

Escap'd from the dango's that threaten*d the b^ave, 
Where valour was useless, and ft>rce could not save. 
Let music, and mirth, the short moments employ. 
And the Spirit of Gratitude share in the Joy ! 

AIR. 

Now the moming-mist dividing, 
Paphos' shelter'd groves arise; 



* After wintering at Meciina, Rich aba's fleet was driven by a 
violent itormonthc island of Cyprus; in the favourite Inxuries of 
which he is supposed to have too much indulged himself. 
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Once the rites of Venus hiding 
Unprofan'd by curious.eyes. 

RECITATIVE accompanied. 

But see ! firom yonder bowers of secret bliss, 
What blooming forms advance to sounds divine; 
Gently they bow, as when to Zephyr's kiss 
Untainted hyacinths their tops recline: 
Some half concealed, as only seen by chance, 
From myrtle thickets cast the alluring glance; 

With choral sports the circling hills resound; 
While more familiar those to Richard bending, 
Their rosy braids, and flower-soft hands extending, 

With gentle force the warrior-troop surround. 

air. 
** Think of fighting fields no more; 

^* Taste the joys that youth can ^ve; 
" What is Fame when Life is o'er? 

*' Stay with us to love and live," 

AIR. 

' At mom along the mountain 

* To chase the bounding prey; 
^ At noon beside the fountain 

' * In myrtle-shades to play ; 
* But when, with eve returning, 

* The welcome Loves return, 
^ All other pleasures spuming, 

' For those alone we bum.' 
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CHORUS. 

^ Think of fighting fidds no more^ 
** Taste the joys that youth can ^vc ; 

" What is Fame when Life is o'er? 
« Stay with us to love and live." 

RECITATIVE. 

'Twas night— in well-known arms completely sted'd. 

At Richard's side the shade of Henry stood; 
So look'd his lifeless corse, when hoht>r chill'd* 

The Son's brave heart to mark the welling blood. 
In silent grief the Father wav'd his hand, 
And pointed stem to GOD's dishonour'd land. 
The startled Hero wakes to Tory's charms— <• 
The word is g^ven, the trumpet calls to arms, 

AIR. 

Hope of Salem's injur'd laws ! 

'Curb of Mecca's Tyrant-sway? 
Bulwark of the Christian cause! 
Set the lances in array ! 

recitative. 
The wheeling Arab's distant sling, 
The Moorish shaft's envenom'd wing, 



• The dead body of Henky the Second is said to have burst out 
into bleeding, on hii Soo's ippcanmcc at the place of iDterment. 
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In drcling storms shall idly play ; 
As vjun yon moving towers divide 
The long-drawn battle's moony pride. 

The Lion- Warrior to dismay: 
Nor those, their trampled leaders, bear 
The lightning gjlance of Richard's spear 

That thrills the Soldan's inward line, 
Till fix'd on Ascalon's high wall. 
The pride of nations to appal, 

The Christian banner shine. 

air Mid CHORUS. 

Maids of AcRA, lift the veil; 

Safely now your ch^tns display !^ 
Youths, the passing vi£tor hail ! 

Priests, and Matrons, join the lay ! 
Let sacred hills his name rebound; 
And Europe triumph in the sound! 

recitative./ 
But YE, that listen to my strain. 
Say now — ^what happy bowers retain 

This terror of the Paynim host? 
Alas — by Christian hands betray'd, 
He numbers in a dung^n's shade 

The slow-pac'd hours to Glory lost! 

* The exemplary chastity of the Virgins of Acra, (where Richard 
embarked on his return) celebrated by Historians of thednic, whca 
that virtue was so highly praised, and so rarely pra^lised^ 
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AIR. 

Ev^n now his Barons g^ Ae swovd. 
His Vassals daim didr captive Lord 

Sequestered from his ri^tfiil throne; 
The King, whose generous soul disdain'd 
To keep the crowns his valor gvn'd,* 

'Sor conquer'd for himself alon&-* 
Then suffer Blondel to complain 
That still throughout diis noble train 

Who lift the festive goblet hig^ 
He seeks the gallant Prince in vain, 

That led them o'er the rag^ig main» 
And forc'd the Saracen to fly* 



W. 



• R X c R A K D, among other wSU of monificeBce, bcatowcd the Throne 
of Cyprus upon ConradS| who wai the Competitor of Liuigntn 
for the titular crown of Jerusalem. 
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ODE^ 

OCCAilONlO BY 

THE DEATH OF PRINCE LEOPOLD, 

SON or TMS 

DUKS OF MECKLENBURGH^WERm-, 

Drovmed in the river Odeff during the inundations in 1784 or 1785^ 
in endeavouring to rttcue a family of children, whose mother 
intreated him to give orders for that purpose. 

Let Praise the Vicaor's aft record. 
And nations deify the sword 

With human sacrifice impure; 
To such, when fate has given the blow, 
The service of external woe 

Shall long-prescriptive right secure: 

But ah ! the tears, the sighsj that part 
Spontaneous firom the deep-charg'd heart 

The formal summons disobeys 
This envied meed from distant lands 
The name of Leopold commands. 

And every friend of man shall pay. 
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Lamented youth! I never trod 
The banks where rapid Oder flow'd, 

Whose latest sons shall weep thy doom; 
Nor ever hail'd thy gracious form, 
Whose promised worth the unkindly storm 

Hath crush'd in manhood's opening bloom: 

Yet, all-confess'd to Fancy's eyes. 
Thy gentle spirit seems to rise 

With amaranthine splendour crown'd, 
And recent from their watery grave 
The tender groupe thou died'st to save 

On snowy pinions hover roimd. 

Though now to better worlds resign'd, 
Thy bright example left behind 

Shall still to man extend thy care; 
Disclose the surer paths of Fame; 
And nobly point the social aim, 

" To save, to pity, and to spare!" 



W. 
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RHAPSODY^ 



WKITTIN AT 

STRATFORD UPON AVON. 



O First and boldest of the tuneful throi^ 

That drew finom Nature's source the powers of song! 

If fipom the orb of some propitious star 

Serenely gliding at the dose of day, 

Thy spirit love to tread this hallow'd ground. 

Which saw thy birth, and hail'd thy virgin lay. 

Let not uiunark'd a youthful suppliant kneel. 

Immortal Shakspeare ! He with in&nt zeal 

Thy flights rever'd, and worshipped from afar. 

His moral guide to life's uncertain bound, 

The child of fancy by the virtues crowned. 

Unrivall'd yet on earth ! However Greece 
Exalt her fathers of poetic lore; 
Whatever Rome's hi^ boast, when new to peace 
Her arts concealed that freedom was no more; 
Far less by those their heirs of later days. 
With all the self-plum'd tribe of modern Gaul, 
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Whose powder'd critics join at Fashion's call 
To mock with feeble light thy noontide rays. 

Nor THINE with servile efforts to retrace 
What arts of elder times had made their own, 
Seledled features of ideal grace 
In breathing paint, or Promethean stone, 
Or verse that time respefts, and worlds admire. 
Self-rich in Nature's elemental store. 
Perennial fountain ! unexhausted mine ! 
Thine, like a God, with absolute controul 
To sway the movements of the various soul, 
O'erleap the walls of empyrean fire. 
And sketch with aweful hand the vast design. 



W. 
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ODE 



FULVIO TEST I. 



Proud rivulet with headlong tide 
Down the steep mountain's craggy side, 
Swoln by the meltings of the vernal year, 
How torrent-like thou roU'st thy April wave ! 
Scarce did of late thy meagre stream appear, 
The shallow pebbles of the brook to lave. 

Check, oh ! check thy boisterous roar, 

Nor so fiercely lash the shore. 
No glassy fountain gave thee birth, 
Within the caverns of the earth. 
Soon o'er the snowy floods of spring 
Shall Summer's sultry heat prevail ; 
Drought to thy source shall August bring, 
And all thy empty froth exhale, 

W.N. 



\ 
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THS 

BRACELET. 



TO 

ELIZA. 



Whilst in your eyes my love I trace, 
And hang enamourM o'er your face ; 
Your arm, Bbllerophon,* may press, 
And still no fears my soul distress. 
Within my breast love reigns alone, 
And sees no rival near the throne. 
Secure alike of peace and joy. 
Not e'en possession's self can cloy. 
Whilst at your side all this I feel. 
Nor qin my eyes the truth conceal. 
But leaving what we love behind, 
That dread chimera of the mind, 
Can e'en to sculptur'd stone impart, 
A rival's air, a rival's art. 

• BELLEROPHOHand P«0Asu« wcrcthcfobjcftof the bracelet. 
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Then, O ye daughters of the brain. 
The restless lover ne'er disdsdn, 
For whom the son of Glaucus tried, 
On vaulting Pegasus to ride; 
Teach me my monsters to subdue, 
Like him who Lycia^s dragon slew: 
Teach me to sing in rapturous lays, 
Eliza's name, Eliza's praise. 
O sweetest of the fair ! attend. 
True source of love, whom all commend; 
'Tis thine to charm with graceful ease, 
And aU the various powers to please. 
Airs of coquette and prude we find 
Alike ungenial to thy mind — 
Skill'd to discern the wise from fools, 
Without pretence to learned rules ; 
Adept in Nature's simple lays. 
Unstudied elegance of phrase; 
No subject of a temper's tide. 
Exempt from meanness as firom pride. 
These are thy virtues, lovely maid. 
My feeble pencil has pourtray'd, 
With faint impressions that diminish, 
Too weak to flatter, or to finish. 

W.N. 
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VIRTUE, 

AN IRRBCULAB. 

ODE, 

WRITTIN FOR THR 

ENCOENIA, 
Thst in 1755 were cdebnted at OXFORD, 

IN HONOUR OF 

The COUNTESS oj POMFRET, 

AND ON HER GIVING THK FAMILY OOLLRCTION OP 

ANCIENT MARBLES to the UNIVERSITY. 



1 o thee, bright daughter of the Eternal AUnd^ 
To thee, bright Empress of the angelick kind, 

I raise the raptur'd strain : 
When first creation wak'd her plastic powers. 
And rising angels wing'd the etherial bowers. 
Soft-smiling Virtue rose, congenial with the train. 

Low at thy throne, fiur Deity, 
Flush'd as thou art with every grace that warms. 
The Seraph's fire-clad pomp, the Cherub's milder 
charms, 
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Each blissful brother of the sky 

In never-ceasing homage bows, 

In never-ending numbers glows : 

While o'er the Heaven's immortal bounds 
The rose-lip'd partner of thy r^ sway, 

Pleasure, thy twin-bom sister, rounds 
The laughing moments of eternal day. 

And when the Locos, bent on Nature's birth, 
Look'd wild Confusion from her old domain. 
And bad Perfection spread the smiling earth ; 
Goddess, with joy you saw your growing reign: 

With joy you mark'd this orb to rise. 

The future seed-plot of the skies; 
While strong Devotion kindled o'er your mind 

With joy you hail'd the genial hours, 
Big with the deed eternally design'd. 
And wak'd with warblings of the heavenly powers : 

Then Man up-rear'd his form sublime. 
The cause, the crown, the center of the whole; 

Proportion liv'd in every limb, 
And God's high image stamp'd his never-dying soul. 

II. 
Descend, thou Queen of every praise, 
Rob'd in all the beamy blaze 

Of heaven-born Majesty, 
Descend, and with thee bring along 
The blushing Cherub, meek-eyed Modesty; 



^O LYRIC PI£C£8. 

Honour, superior to xhc groveUng throng, 
That vainly mimic her exalted mien. 
Here, Goddess, here on Britain's fairest plain. 
For ever take thy sacred stand. 

For ever wave thy tutelary wand: 
Here, Goddess, here thy bri^test rays bestow, 

The Patriot breast's etherial flame. 

The scienc'd Sage's milder glow. 
The faith-fir'd Christian's animated aim: 
Each grace, that lifts the mental glories hi^. 
And tunes the impassion'd soul in moral harmony. 

She hears : and lo ! to Britaiffs fairest plain,* 
Deputed from her subjetSfc train, 
Her PoMFRET takes her sacred stand, . 

Her PoMFRET waves her tutelary wand; 

And full on Learning's consecrated bowers 
The invigorating rays of kindly favour pours. 

III. 
Though beauty bri^tens in yon evening beam, 
That gilds all nature with a lively gleam; 
Though beauty dances on the sparkling rill. 
That steals sweet- wandering round yon eastern hill; 
Though beauty doaths the velvet lawn below. 
And bids yon fleecy clouds with golden edgings glow: 
Though music warbles from that night bird's spray, 

• Oxford. 
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SweOs the wild trill, and soothes the dying lay: 
Though fragrance wantons o'er this opening flower, 
This whitening hawthorn, or this woodbine bower; 

Or rides on every balmy gale. 
That sweeps the bjowing beans in yonder vale: 
In vain to vice the radiant landscape glows. 
The night-bird warbles, or the woodbine blows. 
For thee, for thee alone, 
Blest parent of each joy 
That to the heart is known. 
Eye spreads her scenes in faery majesty. 

For thee, for thee, Night's planet mounts the skies. 
And gives a softer glory to our eyes ; 
Where, with a robe of silver splendour bound, 
A shadowy radiance sits on Nature's smiling round. 

Nor less for thee the bri^ter Morning spreads 
The lustre of her dewy meads. 
For thee she wakes each modest grace. 
That crimsons on her maiden hcti 
For thee, her warbler tempts the aerial way. 
Rides on the dawning clouds, and pours his living lay. 

For thee, for thee alone, 
Blest parent of each joy. 
That to the heart is known. 
Eve, night and morning, rise in gay variety. 
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IV. 

V1RTUE5 'tis thine to blunt the force of woe. 

Forbid the dde of grief to flow, 
Snatch the sick spirit from its ills that press, 
And lap it in a sweet forgetfulness. 

See ! Melancholy, love-lorn maid. 
Nymph of the streaming tears and bursting sighs. 
That bids the visionary sorrows rise. 
And hovering haunt her shade, 
Starts at thy wakening power. 
Nor more with folded arms and clouded brow. 
Laid at the foot of some o'er-hanging tower. 
Listens the widow'd turtle's tuneful woe! 

And e'en when pale Disease appears. 
The grisly daughter of Mortality, 
Thrills in our nerves, or riots in our veins; 
When nature shudders at Eternity, 

And ^ves us iq) to fears; 
Thy presence soothes our agonizing pains, 
Sheds o'er our bosoms Hope's enlivening ray. 

Or to the mind's enraptur'd eye 
Presents the glorious visions of the sky. 
The extatic rounds of bliss, the eternal blaze of day. 

V. 

Hail, Virtue, hail! Behold, I lead along 
The youthfid empress of the songt 
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Raptur'd to wanton o'er thy fragrant ^ays, 
Raptur'd to triumph in thy fruitful praise. 

Such God's Mgh will| when first the maid, 
Majestic offspring of Heaven's tuneful plains, 
Descending warm'd us with the angelic ray; 

That still the nymph, in Virtue's aid. 
Should moralize the transports of her strains. 
And wing our wishes to the realms of day. 

'Twas Virtue first that tun'd her infant tongue, 

Taught her to warble wildly free, 
To swell the full-choir'd Seraph's burning song, 
And wake the golden harp to extasy. 

Rise then, fair Queen, indignant take thy flights, 
High over Vice's visionary heights; 
Bid all thy wreaths on Virtue's votaries wait, 
And bloom immortal o'er the genuine great: 

E'en as at this illustrious hour. 
Thy justest chaplets on a Pomfret shine, 
.Grac'd with the smiles of learning and of power. 
And thron'd in Virtue's beams on merit's brightest 
shrine. 

W.R. 
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MANCHESTER^ 



An ODEJ^ 



I. 

When first Rebdlbn rear'd his crest 

O'er our fedr Empire of the West, 
And dar'd to challenge Britain*% awful sword : 

To arms, to arms, Mancunium cried; 

To arms, to arms, the realm replied; 
And armies mov'd obedient to the word^f 

* This Ode was -written to promote the spirit, that, in the Author'a 
opinion, so gloriously displayed itself in the town, ou receiving au- 
thentic intelligence of General Burooynb's defeat by the jimerksm 
rebels. A resolution was formed to raise a regiment for the Crown, 
at the cxpencc of the town and neighbourhood. The colours were 
produced, and a procession wu made, on December ft4th, 1777; 
sixteen were inlistcd that day. Four hundred came in within the 
•ingle month of February afterwards; and the whole regiment, con* 
usting of one thousand men rank and file, eighty Serjeants, corporals, 
and drummers, and forty-two officers, was compleated by the 30th 
of March 1778, at the expence of about 8000I. raised entirely by par-> 
ticular subscriptions. Among other expedients used to excite and 
diffuse a proper spirit, was the present Ode ; which wu spoken in 
the Play-house by Mr. Kxmblc, now manager of Dmry-Lane thea* 
ue, and then an a^r of considerable eminence in the town. 

f This alludes to the town presenting the first address to the King, 
fmr reducing the American rebels. 
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II. 

The British thunders roU'd their force, 

The British light'nings wing'd their course, 
And death and terror foUow'd where they flew: 

Rebellion hung his drooping head, 

His arm unnerv'd, his spirit fled, 
And half his armies blasted by the view. 

III. 
But, Britain^ in this race of feme. 
Which of thy daughter-towns may claim 

TTie greatest share of glory for the whole? 
'Tis Manchester that claims the share, 
*Twas Manchester that urg'd the war, 

'Twas Manchester that wak'd ihs British soul. 

^ IV. 

And when the flying, trembling train. 

That could by force no viftory gain, 
Contriv'd to steal one with a Coward's sleight; 

When BuRGOYNE, and his little host 

Of gallant warriors, late was lost, 
O'er-power'd by numbers in the unequal fight; 

V. 

When o'er the bosom of our isle 

" Grinn'd horribly a ghastly smile" 
The fiend of fa£tion fi^om his Lofubn stand; 

And Britain's angel half-inclin'd. 

His strong plumes fluttering in the wind, 
To drop the sword of vengeance from his hand; 
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VI. 

No fear, no fa£Hon could controul 

The well-weigh'd purposes of soul, 
Which, Manchester, thy manly spirit sted'd^ 

With double force thy genius rose, 

With double ardour brav'd the foes, 
And bad thy sons move instant to the field. 

VII. 

Instant the eternal fund of fire, 

Reserv'd for Brltain^s day of ire. 
Bums in her breast, and bursts into a blaze t 

With double force she scours the main. 

With double ardour sweeps the plain. 
And hunts Rebellion through his every maze. 

viu. 
But, Britain^ in this race of fiune, 
Which of thy dau^ter-towns may daim 

The greatest share of glory for the whole ? 
'Tis Manchester that claims the share, 
'Twas Manchester re-urg'd the war, 

'Twas Manchester re-wak'd the British souL 

W.R. 
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A BRIDAL ODE, 



MARRIAGE <f the AUTHOR'S BROTHER, 

nortMBZR 1768. 

I. 

Hail to the morning's gentle light, 

That, peeping o'er yon rocky height. 
Streams through my curtains with a yellowish ray: 

Struggling through dark November's skies, 

It bids the slow mom earlier rise, 
And calls me to my Brother's Bridal Day. 

II. 

This day no mercenary bands 

Form the mere union of the hands. 
And leave Indifference freezing in the breast: 

Love claims the day as all his own; 

His rival, Prudence, marks it down; 
Bright bums the torch of Love, by Prudence drcst. 

III. 

This day no trifling, transient loves, 
Soon kindled and soon bumt, approves; 
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The mere creation of a young desire: 
Worth lighted up the gentle gleam. 
Acquaintance fann'd it to a flame, 

And Friendship watches now the glowing fire. 

IV, 

In the white robes of office drest, 

The Friend, the Brother, and the Priest, 

Solemn be^s Religion's holy rite: 
In all, awe's soft emotions reign, 
The Bridal Pair, the indrdii^ train; 

And hovering angels gladden at the s'^t. 

V. 

The rite proceeds; the pious strain. 

Deep-sounding through the vaulted fane. 
Shews the first pair in Eden's blissful bower; 

The liands are join'd, the blessing given ; 

Invok'd the choicest gifts of heaven. 
And Pleasure pointed oiit as Virtue's dower. 

VI. 

And may Eternal Goodness shed 
Each wish'd-for blessing on your head. 

The Sister by a Brother much approv'd ! 
And may Eternal Goodness send 
Each wish'd-for blessing to attend 

On you, my Brother, long so greatly lov'd ! 
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VII. , J 

May round you rise a little race. 

The mirrours of each parent face, 
The better mirrours of each parent mind; 

'Till you your courtship shall renew, 

James in his boys again shall wooe, 
And Betsy in her ^rls again be kind ! 

.^ ' • 

'\^ ,. . '. O VIII. ,, ,. '^ . ' 

May each in other yearly thice V / 

Borrowed firom each some mental grace, 
Softening his mind, and giving strength to hers ! 

And may, much more, Religion's poweT^ - 

Progressive mark your every hour, 
Raise you o'er Time, and fit you for the Stars ! 

w/r. 
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ODE. 



** O Thyrsis ! o'er thy tortur'd breast 
" To spread the ohUviou's veil of rest, 
" One short-liv'd hour of case to gain 5 
^ How oft thy Damon strives in vain f 
*^ No prayers appease, no songs controul, 
^' The tumults of thy saddening soul. 
^ Again, at friendship's blest command, 
** I sdze the lyre with hurried hand; 
^ For thee, alas ! unskilled to sing, 
^ I wake the sympathetic string: 
** But ere the cheerful notes rgoice, 
« Overwhelming sorrow drowns my voice: 
" Love's pensive spcSre chills my sight, 
«* Hush'd are the waiblings of delight; 
« With bumii^ throbs my heart b^ts high, 
•* The tears hang trembling on mine eye; 
^ And firom the lyre, nor silver sound 
^ Nor airy measures float around !" 

Cease, Damon, cease: that tender strain 
But adds a keener edg^ to pain ! 
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See, Pity, midst the cheerless air. 
Unheeded pours her melting prayer. 
Increasing woes my peace destroy. 
And banish every thought of joy. 
Alas ! while love and grief conspire 
To swell the storm of fortune's ire, . 
While sickness wastes my wither'd frame, 
How dimly gleams life's lingering flame ! 

Friend of my youth, why thus deplore? 
Can tears my blighted hopes restore? 
In vain the Muse each effort tries ! 
Can cheering words, can social sighs, 
Can all the charms of verse avail. 
When foes so fiercely leagued assail? 
Ah, no: — ^for ever from my sight 
Love's glittering phantoms wing their flight. 
Then mix no more thy plaints with mine, 
Fly, Damon, fly: thy fnend resign^ 
No longer o'er his sorrows weep. 
In Lethe's wave his image steep ^ 
Since fate, with unrelenting doom. 
Consigns him to an early tomb. 

V. 
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MILON and DAMETAS, 
A PASTORAL. 

frm GESSNER. 



DAM£TAS* 

Where strays our nun? he plunges in the mire; 
And lo, the flocks pursue their g^ddy sire ! 
This marsh produces nought but rankest weed. 
And in these waters noxious inse£U breed : 
Come, let us drive them hence. 

MILON. 

How stupid they ! 
Here, though trefoil and thyme their leaves display, 
Though fragrant lavender here deck the ground. 
And every shrub is clasp'd with ivy round. 
For heibag^ vile these tempting haunts they quit: 
And yet, Dametas, such is human wit! 
We leave the good behind, the ill to know. 
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DAMETAS. 

Fools as ye are, say, whither would ye go? 
Amid these reeds ye but disturb the frog; 
Return, ye senseless, leave that filthy bog, 
Regain your verdant banks ! O shameful sight ! 
How soil'd your fleeces, late so snowy white! 

MILON« 

At length, then, ye are safe; ah, quitno more 
Your flowery lawns and veg^ble store ! 
But what, Dametas, do my eyes behold? 
See, marUe pillars 'mid the putrid mould ! 
Rushes and flags their sculptured pride surround. 
Behold that ruin'd arch with nettles crown'd. 
With brambles choak'd, a spe6bcle forlorn. 
And from Its crevices shoots forth the thorn ! 

DAMXTAS. 

'Twas once a mcxiument. 

MILON. 

I see it welL 
There lies an urn, adom'd with warriors fell. 
Its sides embost, and steeds, which scorn the rein. 
Trampling o'er many a wretch in battle slain* 
Ah ! he who wish'd his tomb those'forms to wear. 
Ne'er bore a crook, ne'er lov'd the shepherd's care; 
The man, whose trophies proud here ruin'd lie, 
Ne'er view'd these villages with friendly eye ; 
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Posterity ne'er sought his name to save, 

Nor grateful swains bestrew'd with flowers his grave. 

SAMETAS. 

Bestrew'd his ^ve ! Inhuman was his pride i 
He laid these fertile plains in ruin wide; 
The laws of equal nature heard with scorn, 
And thought mankind for him and slavery bom. 
Beneath his steeds, beneath his warrior host. 
The poor man's food, the Farmer's hopes were lost ; 
Our slaughter'd ancestors were strew'd around; 
He dy'd with gore the desolated ground. 
As ravenous wolves rush from the craggy hill, 
With tsigsr speed, the timid flocks to kill ; 
His armed squadrons thus with vengeance base, 
Destroy'd our inoffensive peaceful race. 
His grandeur he uprear'd on m^hty guilt, 
The blood of ravag'd provinces he spilt,' 
In marble palaces his pride display'd. 
Living, a curse; and an example, dead. 
He rais'd these trophies in a barbarous ag^ 
The horrid trophies of his brutal rage. 

MILON.* 

Detested monster ! fond of frantic fame ! 
He knew not that this tomb was rais'd to shame : 
His monument of guilt to after-times. 
That late posterity might curse his crimes. 
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And now, bdioM die ruins of die vain! 
His ashes mixt with common eardi agaun. 
The um vrtiidi held them, see the slime mfest^ 
And dioedie poisonoos rqitfles form their nest. 
Who can bdiold, without resentment fixt. 
Without a smile, with dread and pity mixt. 
The hero's bdm a seat to ftogs afibrd. 
The snadl crawl caiekss on his vengeful sword? 

OAMETAS. . 

From all his savs^ gnmdeur, what j»tx»eds? 
The odious memory of his heinous deeds; 
While to the shades bdow his ghost is borne. 
For ever by remorseless furies tonu 

JflLON. 

None can, none dare his memory revere, 
Not one will oflfcr up a single prayer. 
Inunortal gods ! how wretched he, whose days 
Are stain*d with crimes and miseries like these! 
Thou^ he no more exist, still lives his shame. 
And execration loads his hated name. 
The world and all its riches to obtain, 
I would not on my consdenoe fix a stain* 
Were all my wealth to two poor goats confin'd, 
I'd radier keep with them my peace of mindi 
Nay, one of these I'd offer up to heaven. 
In grateful transports for it» favours g^en. 



PASTORAL PIECES. 89 

DAMETAS* 

This place, these images, disgust the heart; 
Let us, my friend, with honest scorn depart. 
A different monument thy eyes shall view, 
A nobler pile, to sacred honour due; 
Pue to my father; he the strudhire plann'd ; 
Mean time, Alexis, guard our fleecy band. 

MILON. 

rU view thy father's tomb with love sincere; 
The distant hamlets still his worth revere. 

OAMETAS. 

Come on, my fHend; let us together tread 
Where winds the path across yon verd^t mead; 
Close by, where round their poles the hop-leaves twine^ 
And where with swelling clusters bends the vine. 

They gain the farm: through verdant meads they 
haste. 
Where the rich herbage rises to their waist. 
They pass through fields, whose furrows yet unshorn, 
High as their heads, support the waving com. 
They pass beneath tall trees with fruitage crown'd. 
Whose shadowy rows a decent cot surround. 
Dametas strait brings forth his rural fare, 
Culls the delicious fruit with nicest care, 
A bowl capacious fills with new-made wine: 
Under the leafy shade the swains recline. 
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MlLOM. 

In vain, my fiiend, around I cast my eyes; 
Where does thy father's monument arise? 
Ere we enjoy die feast, and jovial hour. 
To him die just libation let me pour. 

DAMSTAS. 

BdioU it here! bcneadi this peaceful shade. 
This hallow'd bower, be thy libation made. 
Where'er you look, his monument is plac'd. 
This was a desart rude, a barren waste; 
He fertifiz'd these fields with generous toil. 
He crown'd with trees, with plants, the niggard soiL 
We and our diildren shall his memory Uess, 
And all who share our feast his worth confess. 
Tbc faJiss, his virtue eam'd, with us remains, 
Proteds our roof, and cheers our firuitfiil plains. 

MILON. 

O truly gjbrious man ! this cup of wine, 
Due to the memory of the good, be thine! 
Who can a mcmument more lasting rear- 
Dear to Humanity, to Virtue dear — 
Than he, who leaves an honest race behind. 
Heirs to their fluent's wealth, their Parent's mind. 
Whose anions die not, when he yields his breath, 

Whose labours stiU are useful after death ? 

D. 
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THE CATERPILLAR* 

OR, 

THE FORTUNATE ALLUSION. 
A PASTORAL POEM. 



1 HE truest love is most reserv'd and shy; 
** No look of confidence or boldness wears; 
^ Known by the humble brow and soften'd eye, 
^ And full of wav'ring doubts and anxious fears/' 

Thus Strepbon sung, as in the woodbine bower 
He woed young Thespia with his plaintive strains: 

And who like Strephon skill'd in love's soft power. 
And who more faithful of our rustic swains i 

'Twas evening mild: and Phoebus* setting beams 
Had ting'd the purple heath with ruddy fire; 

Whilst up the vale the trembling radiance streams, 
And ^ds the simmiit of the village spire : 

* There is a fly called the tckntitwun^ which lays its eggs in the CaUr^ 
pilUr whilst alive : although the young worms prey on its intestines, 
the insed at this time appears in perfed health, and eats voraciously; 
but in its aurelia state the young flies eat their way through it, and 
it expires before it becomes a butterfly. 



;^:c^t ^tvam d^ or the doa^ a£ dajj 
tied vuuus: :^^^«BHt in the heecfacn grove; 

» . '\ ;:4iu Tttv MKcftenij to thcBBBa I love** 

.a >.-uftjH^4u^ :a^«;« ^Qiat die swain's reply 9 
. ^. . ^^ > >^ic ^4:« ^*^ caoat rrow pade» 



^ .it \4««k iHOKwrertaiowiiiy prin, 
:• i«win let HI}- sorrows wsL 
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As when the traveller, with haggard eyes, 
Sees the blue lightning rive the knotted oak; 

So stood the maid, o'ercome with strange surprize, 
As from his lips these plaintive accents broke. 

For long had Colin sway'd her gentle heart. 
And oft with modest hint she own'd his sway; 

But thought the shepherd felt not Cupid's dart, 
So left the maid to hopeless love a prey. 

At length she summon'd all a female's pride, 
And yielding to her aged sire's command. 

From senseless Colin tiim'd her thoughts aside^ 
And promis'd Damon her reludant hand. 

" Can Colin love,'* exdmrnM the astonish'd maid, 
*• Ah me, how well-conceal'd this secret fire; 

** Say, has one word, one look of thine betray'd 
" E'en the young dawning of this fond desire? 

** When late we wander'd down the flowery vale, 
" Then was the time to make thy passion known; 

** Then was the time to tell thy honest tale, 
^^ But know, alas ! the blest occasion's flown. 

** Yet there in vain I tried thjit breast to move, 
" You shunn'd my glances with averted eye; 

" Beheld young Damm woo me to his lOvc, 
** Nor heav'd thy bosom one confliiiiis sig^ 
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^ Thy soul was fix'd on CS^'s riper cfaaims, 
<< With her in mirth you pass'd the jocund hoar ; 

** The maid, whose modest wishes daim'd those arms, 
'^ Left uncontested to thy rival's power. 

^ And, canst thou murmur, Damon gain'd this hear^ 
^ This tend^ heart, which Colin cast away; 

<^ No more, 'tis past; and, shepherd, we must part, 
^< To-morrow's sun lights up my bridal day." 

Thus spake the Maid, nor ui^'d the youth rq;>ly. 
Silent he stood as fix'd in deep despair; 

At length from earth he rais'd his timid eye, 
And thus in £iultering voice address'd the fain 

^ Say then, did Colin in thy bosom reignf 
<Distni3ing thought! but what can tears avail; 

< Yet grant, fair Maid, the wretched to compIain» 

' And hear, in pity hear, my hapless tale. 

< When first a vermeil rose you blush'd to view, 

* The pride and comfort of old D&rus* ^; 
' Deep in my toast love's rankling shaft I drew, 
^ Whose pangs, nor time, nor patience, can assuage. 

* Nor pass'd unheeded then— oh, gentle Maid ! 

^ Thy soften'd look and lustre-darting eye ; 

* Oft was thy image on my mind display'd, 

' Oft from my bosom stole the unbidden sigh. 



PASTORAL PIECES. 95 

^ Then would I say, Can Syhia love like me, 
^ Syhla^ the joy and hope of every swain; 

^ Say, OJinj can she fix her thoughts on thee^ 
^ On thee, the meanest peasant of the plain? 

^ Will Dmrus^i rich in flocks and lowing kine, 
^ For ri^d avarice fam*d throi^hout our land, 

^ To thee, unfiiended and unknown, resign 
^ I£s choicest treasure in his Sylvia^s hand ? 

* Ah ! let not vanity thy reason sway, 

^ Ill-fated youth, no more thyself deceive; 
^ From hopes ddushre turn thy thoughts away, 
^ Nor friendship's smiles for love's fond beams bdieve. 

f Safe in thy bosom let thy secret rest, 

^ With silent anguish be that bosom torn; 
^ But, never, never be thy soul opprest 

* With Sylvia's pity, or old Dorus* scorn* 

^ 'Twas now that from our town young Damon came, 

^ No more a rustic, but with courtly mien; 
^ Our maids enamour'd, moum'd their hopeless flame, 

* For Damon's smile crown'd thee our village queen. 

< But when he woo'd thee in the flow'ry vale» 
' By Dorus' self intrusted to his care; 

* Twas then my cheek with horror blank grew pale, 

^ Hope's bud unrqpen'd chill'd by keen despair. 
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« Now fixma thy £ital aght I strove to fly, 
' And swore by absence to forget my love; 

* Hence shunn'd thy melting voice and soften'd eyc^ 
* And toy'd vrith Cbe in the beechen grove. 

< Hence, in the dance and glee my chief employ, 

c Haply in frolic to forget my pains; 

< Grief, ill-subdued, gave wildness to my joy, 

^ And stamp'd me chief amongst our nurthfiil swsdns* 

^ Must I again behold these fatal charms? 

^ Alas! unsought by me this luckless hour; 
^ Must I resign thee to young DamorCs arms \ 

^ Must Colin yield thee to his rival's power? 

* To thee, O Cyprian Queen, I raise my prayer ! 

^ With mutual flame inspire this charming Maid; 
c So in the myrde-grove thy fane I'll rear, 

^ So be to beauty all my homage paid." 

He ceas'd: ** O youth unkind," the Maid replies, 
<' Ah, why decdve me with thy artful strain? 

^ From grief's sad mansion heaven-bom comfort flies, 
" Can mirth with sorrow, joy with anguish reign? 

" Robb'd of her mate, the bird on yonder spray 
^ In plaintive sadness spends the live-long hour: 

" See, the dark cloud vdls Phcebus* golden ray, 
^^ How ardess droops its head yon fragrant flower. 
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" In vam shall Colin then his love impart, 
" In vain to win me all his skill employ; 

" 'Till nature's volume shew another heart, 
" That hides its sorrows in a mask of joy," 

How oft, when clearest eloquence hath fail'd. 
Some apt allusion has secur'd applause; 

How oft, when truth itself has not prevail'd. 

Has some quaint semblance gain'd the lover's cause. 

So Colin sped, unable to reply ; 

And who shall Colin' ^ sad confiision tell? 
'Till Chance or Fenus tum'd his downcast eye 

On a white hawthorn in the rocky dell. 

* Oh, goddess ! kindly now thy power reveal, 

^ And aid a lover's cause,' the shepherd cried: 

* To thy own sentence, Syhia^ I appeal; 

* By nature's volume shall my cause be tried. 

* Think you, because in smiles I wear my face, 

* No secret sorrow can this breast invade ? 

* Dear maid, yon beauteous insect's progress trace,— 

^ Behold him there beneath the hawthorn's shade. 

* Sylvia! How gay he crops the curling leaf! 

* How pleasant twines in many a wanton fold ! 

* Say, can yon insect feel corroding grief, 

' Whose glossy skin is sprinkled o'er with gold ? 
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^ Yet shall this inseA, sprinkled o'er with gold, 
' Ne'er fan the air with many-colour'd wing: 

< Deep lurks disease in every shining fold; 

* There the dire gadfly plants his deadly sting.* 

He ceas'd; nor word the smiling Sylvia spoke, 
Whilst from her breast pour'd forth the frequent 
sigh; 

Full on the curling leaf she casts her look. 
Nor dar'd to Colin raise her melting eye. 

The swain enraptur'd saw at last his power, 
Close to his bosom press'd the jdelding Maid; 

And bashfril Colin owes his happiest hour 
To the poor insedl in the hawthorn sliade. 

D.E. 
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THE HALF-PEEVD TURNIP, 



A PASTORAL BALLAD. 



' Hail, gentle Sksnstonb ! prince of Namby-Pamkyi 
> BleM*d be thy Lark, thy Linnet, and thy Lamby." 



1 HE rain, it is coming down fast, 

The frogs they are hopping around; 
The season of drought it is past, 

The carth-wprms crawl out of the ground: 
The ants, that so crept up the trees. 

Are all now retir'd to their nest; 
Snug in hive stay the flower-loving bees, 

'Tis holiday all, and 'tis rest: 

The rook no more caws in the grove. 

Nor the wood-dove she maketh her moan; 
All dull is the season of love. 

And Corydon*% pleasure is flown: 
For Phiirts had promised to meet— . 

All down in the dew- sprinkled vale; 
But he saw not the prints of her feet. 

He saw not the marks of her pail: 
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The rain had kept Phillis at home, 

To catch a sad cold was her fear; 
Her mother forbid her toroam. 

So she sat by the fire in her chair. 
Sad Corydon put on his hat. 

And hied him away to her house; 
At the door he espied the lov'd cat, — 

The cat had been seeking a mouse : 



^ y} 
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** Pretty pussy," says he, " are you wet? 

^^ Alas ! let me open the door; 
*' Were I, like fond pussy, a pet, 

** My breast would feel sorrow no more!* 
The cat he did cock up his tail, ^.^ 

He purr*d, and he rubb'd on his leg: * 
*' Dear pussy ! ah, could I prevail, 

" One favour of thee would I beg — 

" Go pur, and go rub in my love, 

*' By mewing express what I feel; 
'^ Oh ! try that hard bosom to move, 

** I'll give thee a supper on eel." 
As Phillis now sat by the fire. 

She heard the fond shepherd complain. 
And kindly said, * Swain, I desire 

* That you will come out of the rain/ 
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He caught up the cat in his arms. 

Her summons so proud to obey; 
For PhilJisj dear Phillis, had charms, r 

And so all the shepherds would say. ^ 

^ Dtaar Phillis," says he, "how dye do?" .^ /. ^ 

As soon as she heard the swain speak, \ ^ 

* Kind shepherd,' says she, ' how are you?* 

And the blushes, they covcr'd her cheek: 

* Ah! why would you stay out of door? f^' 

* Ah ! why in the rain would you w;dt ? | ,. \ ( 

* See the poker, it lies on the floor, 

* Pray stir up the coals in the grate/ 
•^ Ah ! why should I poak up the fire?^^. 

** Or why should I stir up the coal ? 
" Whai is coal to my ardent desire? 
" What is fire to the fire of my soul ? 

" So would flame yonder new-made hay-stack, 

" If with candle the hay you should touch; 
^^ So the kidney be scorch'd and turn black, 

" Which the cook-maid has griddled too much: - 
" So the cook-maid, if spit will not turn, 

" Will roast on one side all her meat : 
" So with frost aching, chilblains will bum, 

" Which litde ^rls have on their feet." 
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< Oh ! talk not of chilblains/ she cries, 
< But aid me, kind shepherd, 1 pray; 

* This turnip my patience defies, 

* It will not be peeled to-day. 

* Ah, shepherd ! if love sway thy breast 

' By this fond request I shall see; 

* Oh ! give my tir'd fingers some rest, 

* And peel the tough turnip for mc' 

He took out his knife in a trice— 

The kmfe it was crooked and keen. 
He gave to the turnip a slice, 

A slice such as never was seen: 
The turnip was peeled well nigh. 

The mother was feeding the hogs, 
When, ah! she retum'dfi-om the sty. 

The swain knew the sound of her clogs ! 

All hurry'd he ran out of door. 

And took not his hat in his hand; 
The turnip roll'd down on the floor, 

And Phillis was quite at a stand. 
Home went Corydm^ heartily soaked. 

Poor PhiUis was lock'd up in spite; 
So the fire, it no longer was poak'd, 

Nor the turnip was peel'd for the night I 

D.E. 
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A PASTORAL BALLAD.'^ 



^ My Banks are aUfurnish'd with Beet.*' 



My beds are all fiimish'd with fleas, 

Whose bitings invite me to scratch; 
Well stocked are my orchards witli jays, 

And my pig-sties white over with thatch. 
I seldom a pimple have met, 

Such health does magnesia bestow; 
My horse-pond is bordered with wet, 

Where the flap-docks and sting-nettles grow. 

I have found out a ^ for my fair. 

In my Cheshire some rotten I've found; 
But let me the plunder forbear. 

Nor ^ve that dear bosom a wound : 
Though oft from her lips I have heard. 

That the rotten her palate would please; 
Yet he ne*er could be true, she averr'd. 

Who would rob the poor mite of his cheese. 



IH' 



PASTORAL PIECES. 



And where docs my Dorothy stray ? 

And where are her pattens and clogs ? 
As dirty as ours is the way; 

Is the country as fruitful in bogs ? 
The land may be fruitful in bogs. 

And dirty may be all the ways; 
The shepherds in manners like hogs. 

For mine are the manners to please. 

* MoKAL of Shinitons's Song. 
No tnan can be true in love who robi a bird's nest. 



D.E. 



MOKAL of THIS SONO. 

Ko man can be true in love who eau rotten cheese. 
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A PASTORAL BALLAD 



OF SIMPLICITY. 



j/he Spring it is coining on fast, 

The birds they are percht on the sprays, 
The wintery frofts they are past. 
The shepherds are tuning their lays. 

The trees they are cover'd with leaves. 
The ground it is cheerfully green, 

But still the lost Corydon grieves. 
For PhiUis is not to be seen. 

The daisey is raising its head, 

The golden-cups cover the ground; 

See my herds on the meadow are spread. 
See my flocks they are feeding around 

But my herds they no longer delight. 
Nor my flocks can ^ve pleasure to me; 

For say, is the daisey so white ? 
Or the golden-cup brighter than she ? 
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My mind it is tortur'd with doubt. 

My breast is torfhented with fear; 
Like a madman I run all about, 

And I ramble T do not know where, . 

I sleep not a wink all the night, 

And my dayi they do dolefiiUy pass; 

Till I see her (oh! exquisite sight!) 
Come tripping it over the grass. 

Oh! say, qui*st thou hear me complain. 

Nor list to thy shepherd so true ? 
Oh ! come, and give life to the swain 

Who now is a dying for you* 

No hurt, my sweet Phi/Us shall ail. 

By Fenus the goddess I vow; 
For whilst I am holding the p^. 

Why— she shall be milking her cow. 

D. E. 
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THE COTTAGE GIRL. 

VKITTBN ON 

MIDSUMMER-EVE, 



** Thrice hail with magic song this hallow'd hour!" 

Folwhklb's Theocritus, Idyl. II, 



Sweet to the fond poetic eye 
The evening-cloud that wanders by; 
Its transitory shadow pale 
Brushing, so still, the purpled vale ! 
And sweet, beyond the misty stream, * 
The wild wood's scatter'd tuftings gleam, 
(Where the horizon steals from sight) 
Cool tindhir'd in the fainting light ! 

Yet, sweeter than the silent scene, 
The manners of yon cottag'd green; 
Where nature breathes the genuine heart, 
Unvamish d by the gloss of art ! 
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Now ^mmer scarce the hill-tops neai^ 
As village murmurs catch mine ear: 
And now yon cot, beside the lea, 
(Whence oft I hear the peasant's glee) 
Fades to the glimpse of twilight grey, 
And, in the gloom, slow sinks away ! 
There, as just lit, the light of rush 
Twinkles through the white-thom bush* 
Refleded from the scanty pane. 
The rustic maid invokes her swain ; 
And hails, to pensive damsels dear, 
This eve, though direst of the year I 

Oft on the shrub* she casts her eye. 
That spoke her true-love's secret sigh; 
Or else, alas! too plainly told, 
Her true-love's faithless heart was cold. 

The moss-rose that, at £dl of dew, 
(Ere eve its duskier curtain drew) 
Was fipesMy gather'd from its stem, 
She values as the ruby g^m; 
And, guarded from the piercing air, 
With all an anxious lover's care. 
She bids it, for her Shepherd's sake, 
Await the new-year's frolic wake — 

* Midtfummer-jnta. 
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* t 

When, faded, in its altered hue A \ 

She reads — ^the rustic is untrue ! \ 

But, if its leaves the crimson paint, 

Her sickening hopes no longer faint. 

The rose upon her bosom worn, 

She meets him at the peep of mom: 
\ And lo ! her lips with kisses prest, 
I He plucks it from her panting breast. * V T 

Dearer than seas of glowing pearl. 
The illusion soothes the cottage girl. 
Whilst, upon this thrice-hallow'd eve^ 
Her wishes and her fears believe 
AH that the credulous have taught 
To stir the quivering pulse of' thought. 

Now, to relieve her growing fear. 
That feels the haunted moment near 
When ghosts m chains the church-yard walk. 
She tries to steal the time by talk. 
But hark ! the church-dock swings around 
With a dead pause each sullen sound. 
And tells, the midnight hour is come 
That wraps the groves in spec^red gloom! 

To issue from beneath the thatch. 
With trembling hand she lifts the latch. 
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Aivistqis, as creaks tbe fisefak door. 
With cautious feet the threshdd o*er; 
Lest, stumblk^ on the horse-shoe dmn. 
Dire spcDs unsinew every fimb. 

LO| shuddering at the solemn deed» 
She scatters round the magic seed. 
And duioe rqpeats, ^ The seed I sow, 
^ My true-love's scythe the crop shall mow.' 
Strait, as her frame fresh horrors fic c zc ^ 
Her true-love with his scythe she sees. 

And next, she seeks the yew-tree shade. 
Where he who died for love is laid; 
There binds, upon the verdant sod 
By many a moon-light faery trod. 
The cowslip and the lily wreath 
She wove, her hawthorn-hedge beneath: 
And, whispering, " Ah, may Colin prove 
** As constant, as thou wast, to love !" 
Kisses, with pale lip, full of dread. 
The turf that hides his clay^old head ! 
Then, homeward, as tlirough rustling trees- 
She hears a shriek in every breeze; 
In forms her fluttered spirits give 
Each twinkling leaf appears to live. 
At length her love-sick projeds tried. 
She gains her cot the lea beside; 
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And on her pillow sinks to rest, 
With dreams of constant Colin blest; 
While, east-along, the ruddy stre^ . 
Colours the shadows at day-break! 

Such are the phantoms love can raise; 
As first his gradual ardour strays 
O'er the young virgin's thrilling frame; 
A sweet delirium in the flame ! 
Her bosom's gently rising swell. 
And purple light, the tumult tell— 
The melting bliish upon her cheek, 
The sigh, the glance, her passion speak I 
And now, some favourite objeft near, 
She feels the throbs of hope and fear; 
And, all unknowing to conceal > 

The ingenuous soul by fashion's veil, 
Tries every art to feed her fires, 
That fond credulity inspires. 

Nor love alone, in vernal youth, 
Bids airy fancy mimic truth : 
The villager, or maid, or wife. 
Each dear deception owns through life: 
Whether, as superstitions sway. 
O'er upland dews she slopes her way. 
Hailing, on Easter's holy mom. 
The spotless lamb through aether borne, 
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CLAUDIAITs RAPE of PROSERPINE.^ 



BOOK THE FIRST. 



Xhb Ravisher's fell steeds and blasting car. 
That dimm'ti the twinkling oxb of many a star; 
And Styg^ Juno's chambers, where, overspread 
With gloom mysterious, lies the bridal bed- 
Scenes full of terror (hence, prolane, away!) 
My throbbing heart impek me to display ! 
Each earth-bom feeling dies; the god inspires, 
And more than mortal rage my bosom fires! 
Lo, trembling from their base, the temples nod, 
And floods of radiance speak the approaching God: 



* The Tnntlator thiaka proper to observe, that he made thia ver- 
sion of two books of the Rapt of Prcstrpint at a very early age. Oa 
a revision of it, he finds the manner of Cl avdiam not iU-exprest. 
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See monsters from their flaming gulphs repair 
To Hell's dire standard, and announce the war: 
The furies menacing, their snake-crown'd queen 
Waves her accursed torch, and rears the embattled 

scene. 
The elements had now resum'd the fight, 
In horror struggling for their ancient night; 
The Titan race, iheir chains relax'd, had seen 
Full soon the splendour of the blue serene, 
iEcEON's self, his dungeon rent around. 
His hundred hands had lifted at the sound. 
And (the red thunders bursting from above) 
Had mov'd, besmear'd with blood, the throne of Jove : 
But for the world alarm'd, the Parca bade 
The tumult cease, and instant sought the shade 
Where Pluto sat; embrac'd with suppliant air 
His feet, and at his throne diflus'd their hair. 
(Sisters ! in all her forms who nature lead. 
And bid the series of the fates proceed; 
Evolve all ages in their iron loom. 
And sternly fix the universal doom !} 
When thus (her scatter'd tresses wildly flow'd) 
Thus Lachesis addressed the grimly god: 

" Hail, arbiter of night, whose high controul 
** The shades obey, for whom our spindles roll; 
*^ Whose hands all Nature's embryo seeds supply^ 
^^ By whom all rise to live, or droop to die. 
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« Since spirkt rsuigei by thee prepstf'd for birth, 

^ At drding periods, o'er the realms of earth; 

^ And in coqporeal forms, by thy decree, 

^ Breathe a riiort space, and then return to thee; 

^ O seek not to dissolve the laws we gave^ 

" Those bonds we bade the according spindles weave: 

" Why rear yon impious standard, and display 

« To Titan's monster-brood, the li^t of day I 

^ Break not fraternal leagues by civil strife; 

^ Ask of high Jove, and Jove will grant a wife." 

She spake: and (nunely though the Suppliant's cries 

Move his stem features) lo, his anger dies. 

Thus, midst the r^^ons of the Northern star, 

When, heavy Banas ngss for the war. 

Prepared to rush o'er all the dreary wastes 

(His ioe-dad pinions sounding in the blast) 

And, ann'd with the pale whirlwind, spread dismay 

O'er foaming seas, and sweep vast woods away-— . 

Lo, if the monarch of the winds arise, 

Fast dos'd his gates of brass, the discord flies; 

Sudden the vainly-vaunted echoes cease. 

And broken murmurs languish into peace. 

Then Pluto summon'd the swift son of May 

To wing, with words that bum, to heaven his way: 

Obedient to the summons of the god 

Stood the plum'd youth, and wav'd his drowsy rod. 

In all the majesty of dreary state, 

On his mde throne, the death^like monarch sate: 
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From his huge sceptre dropped a noisooie dew. 
And his pale form rose dreadful to the view. 
A doud, whose horrors deepened all the shade, 
involv'd in heavy gloom his towering hfsui : 
In rage new terrors o'er his visages ran, 
And as the thunder rolls, he thus began: 
(Strait at his voice a sacred silence spread 
O'er all the wide dominions of the dead; 
Mute in appal the three-mouth'd monster stood; 
Fiorce Acheron still'd the murmur of his flood; 
No more Cocytos* fountain tears arose. 
And Phkgabon lay hush'd in^Jeep repose.) 

'^ Thou common power to all the gods, who dwell 
^' Amidst Heaven's regions, and the abodes of hell; 
^ Thou, who alone canst range o'er each domain, 
<^ And the hi^ commerce of those worlds maintain; 
^' Go, mount the winds and rapid storms above, 
^ And bear these tidings to the pride of Jove. 
^< Stem brother, thou^ thy heavens confess the god, 
^* Say, tyrant, shall I tremble at thy nod? 
'^ What though, by impious chance, the day was lost, 
^ Cannot we dill our arms and prowess boaft ? 
^^ Think'st thou we sleqp, because no Cyclops* art 
^< Frames for our sport the vainly-blazing dart ? 
^' Say, is it not enou^ that here, by light 
^ Uncheer'd,— that here, where broods eternal night. 
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« Wc rule o'er repons in confusion hurP d 
" This poor third portion of the vasty world; 
« While round thy head the Signs in triumph roll, 
« And various tpkndours paint thy Northern Pole? 
** And shall I live, by Hynun's joys unblest? 
" See Neptune languish on his fair one's breast. 
" Thee too, when wearied with thy bolts of fire, 
" Thee with fierce joy thy Juko's charms inspire: 
" And why repeat Latona's glowing shame, 
" Or Ceres' secret Loves, or Themis' name? 
^' Behold ! full well a nunierous offspring prove 
*' Thy range unbounded through the wilds of love ! 
" But I, in these lone vaults ccxidemn'd to pine, 
(i What blisses, to alleviate care, are mine i 
^^ Here by no loves, no tender pledges, blest, 
'^ No longer can I brook the inglorious rest 
*' I swear by Cbaos^ and the Stygian floods, 
" Whose dreadful san^on ever binds the gods; 
« If thou my orders scorn, in black array 
'^ Hell shall disclose her entrails to the day; 
/^ In all its horrors dad, shall darkness rise, 
'^ And blot the golden glories of the skies; 
'^ And, burst the chains which ancient Saturn madci 
" The Poles shall mingle with Tartarean shade." 

Scarce had he ceas'd, when swift the herald flew 
To the bright distrifts of ethereal blue. 
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The Sire the mandate heard, and strait inclin*d, 

To various councils, his revolving mind. 

What nymph, endued with charms, might Pluto lov^ 

Or quit for Stygian gloom the realms above ; 

For Jove himself 'twas arduous to decide: 

At length he fixes on the feted bride. 

In Henna's vale, fair Proserpine, the child 
Of Ceres, as the rose of beauty smil'd : 
Ungifted by Lucsna*s second aid, 
She, happiest parent, rear'd the blooming maid; 
And wish'd no other her regard might share, 
While in one daughter center'd all her care. 
Not more the heifer's fond endearments prove 
The growing ardor of maternal love; 
Ere yet her offspring's feeble feet can tread 
The field, or crescent sprouts adorn its head. 
Now flourish'd ripe for love the virgin's charms, 
The conscious blushes, and the soft alarms; 
The quick-glanc'd smile of half-represt desire, 
And the short sigh, that spoke the rising fire. 
Full many a suitor to the beauteous maid. 
With trembling hopes their various worth dis[dayM: 
Mars boasts his shield, to ward the deathftil blow^ 
And youthful Phoebus, glorying in his bow, » 
Offers in dower (while hopes the god of war 
T'hat Rb^dope^s high hills may gain the fair) 
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As dazzling lures, to Mrin the vii^goi's smiki 

Amncla^ Claros^ and the Delian isle. 

Hence for the charming maid, Latona*s daims 

Hence rival Juno's: — ^yet each lover's flame 

Was vain — ^whilst Ceres her lov'd chai^ consigned 

To Sicily^s sequcstcr'd bowers, (too blind 

To fate) whilst, fearful of her child's disgrace. 

She trusts the faithless genius of the place. 

Of old, TrinacriayckCA the Italian shores. 
Where now, with whirling wave, Cbarybdis roars; 
But Nereus ^^ push'd the pillar'd earth aside," 
And gave each rending mountain to the dde, 
Tom from her kindred dime, a broken scene. 
While struggling dash'd the impetuous suige between, 
Trinacria lay; yet, stedfast from the storm, 
Rais'd o'er the billows her three-forked form. 
There, with his jetting rocks, Pachynum braves, 
Unmov'd, the fury of the Ionian waves. 
Gatulian Thetis, hercy with hideous bray. 
O'er Lilybaum darts the foaming spray; 
While boundless the Tyrrhenian billows rise. 
And shake Pelorum^ as outstretch'd it lies. 
Full in the midst, with heaven-assailing height, 
The rocks of Mtna break upon the sight: 
Rocks, that shall never cease, inwrapt with flame, 
Her giant wars, and triumphs to prodaim. — 
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Bust of Enceladus, who pours afloat 

Sulphureous torrents fix)in his burning throat ! 

Full oft the monster, as he lies opprest, 

Essays to move the mountain from his breast; 

And, while with rebel neck the weight he heaves. 

The island trembles to her deepest caves; 

Her tower-crown'd cities totter to their fall, 

And ruin stares aghast, ingulphing all. 

Mtna*s huge top, survey'd by distant ken. 

Blackens, impervious to the steps of men; 

No culture there — ^in other parts arise 

Thick trees, that wave tlieir foliage to the skies. 

And now, the green luxuriance fades away; 

And clouds of sulphur dim the sickly day: 

Lo, bolts terrific blast each trembling star. 

And with her entrails Mtna feeds the war. 

But, though the fury of the mountain glows. 

It lies still cover'd with eternal snows: 

There molten rocks, and floods of lava, tost 

Within the chilling influence of the frost. 

Congeal: there lightnings flash with powerless blaze, 

And o'er deep hills of ice the lambent vapour phys. 

O say, what engines whirl the rocks aroimd. 

And rend the caverns with rebellow'd sound; 

Say, from what fount the stream of Vulcan flows. 

As down the redd'ning steep its deluge glows ? 

Perhaps the air, condens'd in AStna^s caves. 

Amid their rifted sides, in fury raves; 
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And forcing through the yawning chasm its way. 
Bursts on the blasted re^ons of the day: 
Or, in the bowels of the mountain pent, 
The boiling sea-wave rages for a vents 
Sulphureous brews an elemental war, 
And many a flaming fragment hurls in air. 
Ceres, while here embower'd her offspring lay, 
Bends from this isle to Phrygian realms her way: 
Lo ! to the tower-^Town'd mother of the gods, 
Her dragons whirl her through the breaking clouds; 
And, as they raise their crimson crests, the rons 
Flowing in air, a dewy poison stains: 
Green vivid spots their bumish'd backs unfold, 
And glow their various scales with flames of gold. 
Here swift they move, where loftier zephyrs blow, 
There skim witli curling flight the plains below. 
As glides her chariot o'er the furrow'd land, 
Lo, sudden Plenty wakes at her command; 
From every track the golden blades arise, 
And harvests wave around her, as she flies. 
Now dimly seen, decreasing £tna grew. 
And all Trinacria vanished from the view. 
Alas ! what omens fiU'd her troubled mind ! 
How oft she cast a lingering look behind ! 
Whilst, as they glisten'd on her cheek, her tears 
A mother's fondness shew'd, a mother's fears ! 
*' Hail, favour'd earth ! in faultering strain she cries i 
^ Hail, favour'd earth! superior to the skies j 
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** My womb's dear offspring to thy charge I giv^ 
" That favourite oflFspring, by whose life I live! 
" And soon shall high rewards await thy care, 
" No rake shall vex thy fields, or sharpened share; 
'' Thy laughing herds shall graze unyok'd from toil, 
" And fruits spontaneous flourish o'er thy soil; 
*' While all who till thy plains, in wonder lost, 
" The unusual produfts of the year shall boast." 
She ceas*d, and strait to A&'s ancient fane 
Her dragons bore her through the aerial plain. 
Here a tall pine, whose reverential gloom 
Rests on the rock-stone of the sacred dome; 
While not a breeze disturbs the grove around, 
Flings through the sing^lg boughs a shrilly sound. 
Within, the furious dance — ^the mingled cries 
Of madness, echo dreadful to the skies : 
Dire howls the mountain's deepest haunts assail, 
And Gargara*s words bend trembling o'er the vale. 
As the fierce dragons to the fane advance, 
The pipes and timbrels cease, and all the dance. 
No more the raving priests their cymbals beat. 
And the pleas'd lions fiwn at Ceres' feet. 
From the mysterious shade Cybelle sped. 
And bent, to hail her guest, the turrets of her head. 
Now Jove, who every motion had survey'd, 
Disclos'd his councils to the Cyprian maid: 
** Hear, while I ope my secret cares to thee, 
'^ (So Themis sings, and so the Fates decree) 
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^ And know that Proserpike, with all her charms^ 

^ Blooms yet reserv'd for grimly Pluto's arms. 

^ Now, (for the crisis calls — since midst die bowers 

*< Of distant Phrygian Ceres wastes the hours) 

<^ To £tna*s Aowary plains dired thy flight, 

^' And there, when glow the skies with morning light, 

<^ The thougjhtless gbrl let sweet illusions fire^ 

^ And stir in wanton sports the young desire. 

^< There, while she wanders o'er her meads of gold, 

^' In gende chsdns the unweeting vixpti hold — 

^' Thou, by whose touch I bum in amorous play, 

^ And all that live, in love dissolve away ! 

*< Shall not thy power the dreary idngdoms prove? 

^ Not hell's dread I^ors shall be cold to bve. 

^ On sad Erinnys all thy ardours breathe, 

** Fire every bosom in the realms beneath; 

^ Through Achtron\ deepest darkness speed thy dart, 

" And ev'n subdue with beauty, Pluto's heart." 

She flies — and with bar flew the blue-ey'd maid; 
And she, whose arrows fright the howling shade: 
And as they travell'd from th^ aediereal hei^t. 
Shone o'er their rapid path a stream of light. 
Thus as the comet, charg'd with horror, flies. 
In sanguine flame it sweeps the kindling skies; 
7'he seaman views its trail in wild amaze, 
And the pale nations tremble at the blaze: 
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With dke portent it shakes its thitat'ning hair. 

To fleets announdng stonns, to dties vrar. 

Now had they come where Ceres' palace blaz'd 

By the stnn^ prowess of the Cyclops raised: 

There, iron walls the admiring eye surveyed, 

There^ iron posts and locks of chalybs made. 

Ne'er with such glowing toil, a mass so great. 

The forming amol of Pyraanm beat; 

Nor Steropes such m^hty labour knew, 

His light'ning furnace as the bellows blew; 

Nor ever, when he snatch'd it from the ilamei 

Hiss'd the red metal in so vast a stream. 

On brazen beams the roofs supported rise^ 

While amber pillars of transparent dyes 

Tinge, as they prop the ivory-ceiled halls. 

With rich iefle£ted light their lofty walls. 

There Proserpine, v^th sweetest songs, the dome 

Delighting, ply'd the labours of her loom; 

But ah, in vain the various woof she wove. 

Designed a tribute of her filial love! 

Here, in rich tapestry, the beauteous maid 

The series of the Elements displayed. 

Lo ! throu^ old Chaos parent nature streams 

Her %ht, and foster'd in her genial beams 

To its own place each seedling atom flies; 

And sudden, as the lighter forms arisen 

The heavier bodies to the centre fall, 

While powers unknown suspend the iUumin'd hsSL 
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Mild aether shines, the polar regions ^owy 
And with fine^ wave the rising waters flow. 
The stars she lights in gold, in purple pours 
The sea, and lifts in various gems the diores. 
Now the wdl-imitated billows curl 
Around, and in their dashing eddies hurl 
(While murmurs seem to creep o'er all the sand) 
The sea-weeds high ag^nst the rocky strand. 
Five zones she adds, and marks with nice design 
In red, the fervour of the flaming line; 
And o'er its squalid limits as she runs, 
She paints them glowing in continual suns« 
Then, the full-populated zones she rearS) 
Where verdure, fann'd by zephyr's breath, appears; 
And next, the climes, where winter's dreary host 
Break their vast thunders o'er the boundless frost, 
Arrest the foaming billow as it rolls. 
And with eternal mountains block the poles I 
Last as she figjr'd Disj the infernal gpd. 
The gloomy Manesy and their dread abode; 
Sudden, as prescient of her fate, appears 
Her cheek bedew'd with inauspicious tears ! 
Now, at the limits of the web, she gave 
The glassy folds to ocean's winding wave — 
But lo I three female forms — ^abrupt she leaves 
Her labours, and the heavenly guests receives; 
While the soft girl disorder'd, blushes wann. 
Tinge her fair cheeks, and light up every chvm : 
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Blushes— no ivory's Tyrian hues outvie, 
Though Lydian maids infuse the glowing dye. 
Beneath the still wave sunk the day. To calm 
Each sense, while Sleep difius'd the oblivious balm; 
In her cerulean car pale Night arose 
Dew-sprent, and o'er all nature breath'd repose. 
And now the infernal monarch, wam'd by Jove, 
Prepar'd, in rapture, for the realms above. 
Alecto strait, the vengeful fury, speeds 
To harness to the car his grimly steeds. 
That graze Cocytus* pasture-banks, and roam 
Where Erebus extends his waste of gloom; 
That drink, where Lethe's drowsy waters gleam. 
And firoth the sick oblivion of the stream. — 
Orphnaus flaming to the afiiighted eye, 
And jEthonj fleet as arrowy lightnings fly; 
High Ny^eusy that the Stygian herd outshone. 
And wing'd Alastor^ mark'd for Pluto's own; 
These join the dark car, panting for their prey. 
Gnash wild applause, and snufF the dawn of day. 

END OP THE FIRST BOOK. 
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CLAUD JAN'S RAPE of PROSERPINE. 



BOOK THE SECOND. 



N^OT yet the mom, in broad effiUgence bright. 
The Ionian voters dash'd with dazzling light: 
The calm wave trembles with a rosy ray. 
And through Uue skies the transient ardors play. 
Now, mindless of a tender mother's care, 
(So will'd the Destinies) the incautious fair 
Seeks the fifesh beauties citbt roscid lawn, 
Alas ! by Dionetan treachery drawn ! 
Thrice on their ominous hinges grate the doors 
Harsh thunder; and pres^^g j£tna roars. 
Conscious of fate, as, thrice, in rueful wail. 
Its echoes burst terrific on the gale. 
And while, companions of her flowery way, 
Rov'd her fair guests, to meet the rising days 
Deaf to all signs the prescient powers bestow, 
Too vent'rous maid, she wanders into woe. 
Replete with wiles the conscious Venus glows, 
And plans ideal conquests as she goes^ 
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Sees Dis and Chaos her proud triumphs prove. 
And all the world of Manes melt with love. 



Within Idalian clasps her starry h^ 
Steals in softrii^ets on the charmed air, 
While, Vulcan's ^ft, a glittering gem upholds 
Her beauteous robe, that floats in purple folds. 
Next comes the regent of Lyceum's bowers. 
And she, whose spear protects the Atbinian towers; 
The huntress, who with terror strikes the wood. 
And she, who dyes the plain with warlike blood. 

'Grav'd on her golden helm Tritonia wears 
Typhon's dire form half motionless, who rears. 
While ever through the gloom c^ death he swims, 
The living portion of his monster-limbs. 
Thick as a grove of arrows seems to rise, 
Rang'd in a dreadful circuit to the skies; 
Her bright pall trembles o'er the Gorgon's head. 
And veils the tussing horrors vath its shade. 

Not Trivia thus : her brother's cv'ry grace 
Lightened in milder ^ories from her face: 
With Phoebus' checks and sparkling eyes she shone, 
Distinguish'd by her softer sex alone. 
Her tresses down her silver shoulders flow, 
And lightly wanton, as the breezes blow; 
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With double cindure brac'd (while sleeps unstrung 

Her bow, and quiver'd arrows idly hung) 

Curk her Gortynian garment to the knee, 

Where her own Delos, and the Pontic sea, 

Wander in many a variegated fold 

Through fleeting shades and lights, enrich'd with gold. 

Last, Ceres' child, her mother's pride and joy, 
(Yet doom'd the parent's triumph to destroy) 
Swims with an easy gesture o'er the green; 
And (with no less attradion in her mien) 
Minerva's self, or Phoebe, might appear. 
If arm'd with Pallas' shield, or Phoebe's spear, 
Gather'd within a polish'd jasper, float 
Her robe's rich figures, beautifully wrought; 
And never, at her woof, industrious maid 
A happier sample of her art display 'd; 
Or with soft-shading threads more justly drew 
Each glowing figure*s imitative hue. 
Here, from the seeds of Hyperion bom. 
Springs infant Sol, to wake the kindling mom. 
Here Luna too, fair leader of the night. 
With form imperfe£l, and a paler light. 
And lo, while fostering Tethys lulls to rest 
The panting infants on her genial breast, 
Round her young charge the new-sprung lustre plays, 
And her blue bosom feels the roseate rays. 
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Behold her better arm weak Titan bear, 
Uncrested with full beams, her elder care; 
Who, as his milder light illumes the skies. 
Shrinks from the rising fires with timid cries: 
And there, as Luna sucks cerulean streams. 
Her little crescent shines with feeble beams. 

Such dress o'er Proserpine luxuriant flows. 
While circled by the Naids* choir she goes; 
And by the Nymphs, who celebrate in song 
Crimnisus, as they rove his founts among; 
Or Gel AS, that its name a city gave. 
Or whirling the rough rock, Pantagia's wave: 
Nymphs, whom slow Camarina oft had seen 
With joy disporting on its margent green; 
Or Arethu5a% or Alpheus* banks. 
While Cij/ane o'ertops the radiant ranks. 
Thus joy the embattled Amazons, that raise 
Wild shoutings, where their half-moon'd targets blaze, 
Oft as their Sovereign leads vidorious forth \ 
Her fair battalions from the wasted North; 
Whether their axe the frozen Tanais broke. 
Or the strong Geta bow'd beneath their yoke. 
Thus, too, the Nymphs his rites to Bacchus pay. 
As o'er their Hamus* gplden sands they stray : 
The river triumphs, in his sparkling cave, 
And bends his urn, profusive of the wave. 
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<«Odioa, tbegnaefidfttfacrof die 
^ By whom dicse valfies faloom, whose i w omu Q wiif 
** Fans cadi foft season widi a dewy galQ 
^ See where yon' fixms widi portly 
^ Majestic Nymphs, Hfsrenderi from 
** See o'er my plains disport the noe of Jots. 
^ Fly; let each shrub in genial breezes ^ow^ 
^ And brightening iSowers breathe incense as dieyfalov. 
^* Rob'd in inferior blooms, inferior shades 
** Pale at my glories, ev'n let Ifytla fade. 
«* Wlttte'er Panchaia's happy groves dispense, 
<« 7 thrill with fragrance die delighted sense; 
*< Whatever perfumes are dtffiis'd around^ 
^ Where through deep woods Hydaspes* streams 

*^ resound; 
•* Whatever sweets, to build the spcy nest^ 
<( Brought from the fiuthest regions of the East, 
<< (While for new life in flames the Phoenix dies) 
** Shed their sele£lest influence to the slues— ^ 
*^ All to this spot on ready pinions bear, 
** Scatter those odours through circumfluous air; 
*< To form the wreath, that ev'n coelestial powers 
«« May wander here, and pluck the balmiest flowers.'' 
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She ceas'd--and Zephyr o'er the blooms of 
spring 
Shook the rich nedar from his*streaming wing: 
Where'er he fluttered, 'midst the glistening dew. 
On all the ground a vernal brightness flew; 
Swell'd with rich verdure the luxuriant soil, 
And with a wider arch the heavens serenely smile. 
The rose's blush, the berry's ebon hue, 
And violet painted with a deeper blue. 
Rise sweetly blent ! though gems emit the blaze, 
Can Parthian ^rdks ^ance more varied rays ? 
Can fleeces with Assyrian colours gay. 
The richness of superior tints display? 
Not thus her pi£hir'd plumes the peacock spreads; 
Not thus the rainbow's braided lustre sheds 
The mingling dyes, where clouds of winter lour. 
And its green drops hang glittering in the shower. 
Yet could the lawn with lovelier charms delight, 
Whose swelling hillocks stole upon the sight. 
There fpimtains from the living pumice flow, 
And softly murmur throi^ the grass bdow. 
There a dark wood, that cools the noontide ray, 
Guards its own winter firom the darts of day: 
The comeil form'd for battle— for the sea 
The stately fir — the oak, Jove's favourite tre^— 
The verdurous ilex, whose rich honeycombs J 

Drop ne£hr, and the cypress of the tombs, > 

Tliere witli the prescient laurel blend their glooms. } 
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There thick box fluduates— ^fvanton ivy twmes— 
And round the tall elm flaunt the dasping vines. 
Near, through dim shades with trembling surface 

gleams 
A lake (which Fergus the Sicilian names} 
Each eye, that wanders o'er the wide serene, 
Views all the secrets of the watery scenes 
And to its deep recess, illum'd by lig^t. 
Through the dear mirror darts the unstrainii^ si^t. 
Here, throu^ the beauties of the garden, rove 
The Female Chorus-p— here the Queen of Love. 

*' These sweets," she cries, " come, sisters, come 
** away, 
^ Gather, amidst the kmdling smiles of day; 
^< While morning suns thdr gentler heat diffuse, 
<' And these purpureal plains my Lucifer bedews." 

Ceasing, she culls the signs of woe — and stoop. 
To spoil the various lawn, the sister-groupe. 
Thus, when their kings the waxen camp remove 
Amid the bloom of Hyhla's thymy grove. 
From hollow beeches buzzing armies pour. 
And rifle the green herb — the tinted flower. 
Each nymph with various taste the wreath designs, 
Lo! this the lily with the violet joins :. , 
See, fancy-led, they pluck the flower-blooms bright> 
This starr'd with roses, that with privets white; t 
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And this the amaracus' soft leaves adom: 
Thee too, pale Hyacinth, whose flower hath borne 
Long thy mark'd woe— and thee, Narcissus fair, 
The aethereal visitants are proud to wear — 
Once peerless youths — (but youthful beauty dies) 
Now flowers, the £iirest of the spring, ye rise. 
Youth of Amycla! 'midst thy frolic play. 
Thee, envious Zephyr, hurried fh)m the day! 
And thou, Pierian boy, wert doom'd to fade 
O'er thy lov'd stream, in pining anguish laid— 
As Phoebus' bosom for his favourite bleeds, 
Thee, thee Cephissus mourns with broken reeds! 

But she, whose parent gives the golden grain, 
Culls, thoughtless maid, the treasures of the plain 
With keener joy. Her osier-basket smiles, 
Fill'd with the simple store of rural spoils. 
Now flowers she twines — and crowns with wreaths 

her head; 
Ah, luckless omen of the nuptial bed I 
Ignorance her bliss ! and lo ! the Maid of War, 
Whose trump's deep blast and armour sounds afar; 
Whose hands the city-gates and walls o'erthrow. 
And dash dcstruftion on the flying foe — ^ 
Now, as by light pursuits amus'd she strays, 
Softens witli twisted flowers her helmet's blaze. 
Fresh-braided with unwonted verdure gleams 
The crest, where horror flash'd effulgent beams; 



{ 



fjS H£ROlC PIBC£S« 

And shc^ whose deep-flew'd houods with music fiU, 
Led by strong soent, Parthemany^t or hill — 
Lingers at easei while now inwrcath'd her hair 
Flows less licentious to the breezing air. 

Thus, while they rov'd in careless «port, a sound 
Sudden creeps muttering on, and trembling rocks 

the ground: 
On darkenM towns the o'erwhdming nun lours. 
And in a thousand fragments rush the towers. 
Venus alone, apprix'd of Jove's decrees, 
With minted joy and fear the conflift sees. 

The shadowy lung, now panting for the day, 
Press'd on thro' gloomy chasms, where groaning lay 
Enceladus; and urg'd each furious horse 
O'er the huge members of the living corse. 
The gasping giant, as the weight he feels, 
Wriths his weak serpents round the flaming wheels. 
Labours to move him from his dark abode-— 
How vain I and shakes Skania with the god. 
Fervent the rapid axles spurn controul. 
And deave his back sulphureous as they roll. 
Ev'n as the soldier works with bold essay. 
To oppress the unweetii^ foe, his secret way, 
Deep penetrate beneath the cavem'd plain 
And walls that rear their parapets in vain— 
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'Till sudden the resistless fury pours. 
Breaks o'er the fort, and wins the unguarded towers: 
Thus Pluto, journeying to the realms of light, 
Trac'd many a maze, and pierc'd the pitchy night 
Behold the frowning rocks around oppose^ 
And in a dread embrace the god indose. 
But Dis indignant hurls his scqptre vride, 
And at the stroke the obedient rocks divide. 
Strait the Sicilian caverns groan'd around. 
And Lif>are trembled at the thundering sound: 
Vulcan (his furnace left) astonish'd lay; ^ 
The Cyclops threw appall'd his bolts away. 
And he, O Tyber, heard the unwonted roar. 
Who swam thy streams that yet no trophies bore; 
And he, who bent his way through Jlpine snow. 
Or row*d his bark of alder down the Po, 

Thus, when o'er Thessaly Peneus* flood, 
Inclos'd by rocks, a stagnant water stood. 
And yet imcultur'd lay the ddug'd plain, 
Neptune his trident at the moimtain-chain 
In fury flung — and, shiver'd by the stroke. 
Asunder from Olympus^ Ossa broke: 
The looscn'd waves retire, while brighter blooms 
Each spot of renovated earth resumes. 

Soon as Trinacria's rocks the god obey'd. 
And wide their entrails to the heaven displayed; 
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Sunk the dim stars, and marks of wild surprize 

Appeared o'er all the concave of the skies. 

£v'n Arctos hastened to the foaming spray, 

And slow Bootes sped his hurried way. 

Orion shook — and Atlas' spirit fell 

Pale at the neighing of the steeds of hell — 

Steeds, whose thick breath obscur'd the venom'd air. 

That, bred in glooms, shrunk backward from the glare 

Of day, and strove their dashing car to roll 

Through Chaos, dazzled by a brighter pole. 

But when they felt the lash, and learnt to bear 

The fervour of the sun-illumin'd air. 

Wild as the winter's torrent stream they flewj 

Swift as the fleetest dart that Parthian threw, 

Impetuous as the rushing of the.wind. 

Quick as keen thought that glances o'er the mind. 

Their reins drop blood, and tinge the sands beneath. 

And through mid air a dread contagion breathe. 

The nymphs affrighted fly — ^while Mtna^% Fair, 
Snatch'd in that fatal moment to the car. 
Pours to the gods her supplicating tears i 
And Pallas strait her Gorgon terrors rears. 
And chaste Diana hastens undismay'd. 
Both fir'd with virgin feelings, to her aid ; 
Both rushing to prevent so dire a rape. 
And bar the infernal ravisher's escape ! 
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He, as the lion wild with rage, appeared, 
That bears a trembling heifer from the herd. 
Her &ir breast mangles with infuriate claws, 
And each hot reeking limb asunder draws — 
Clotted with blood he shakes his grisly mane, 
And scorns the feeble efforts of the swain. 

" Thou monster-brother (Pallas to the god 
^^ Exclaims indignant) from thy drear abode — 
** Thy world, where ever drowsy darkness lies, 
** What furies lash'd thee to these purer skies ? 
" Who bade thee from Tartarian r^ons roll, 
" And with thy gloomy chariot taint the pole? 
" Thine be the nymphs of hell — ^the Dira wed — 
" Or take the Fury Sisters to thy bed ! 
" Hence, and enjoy the darkness of thy night; 
** Fly, fly the regions of asthereal light — 
♦* The dead, the living in confusion hurl'd — 
^ Break not the harmony that binds the world." 

She spoke, and hurried as they paw'd the plain. 
On the grim coursers dash'd her shield amain ; 
And, while her gorgon Hydras hiss'd, displayed 
Her crest, and whelm'd them in a dreadful shade. 
And strait Latonia's arrow, pois'd in air, 
Illumining the blackness of the car, 
For vengeance bums; when Jove his thunder flings. 
And speeds the reddening bolt's pacific wings : 
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From douds fair-openii^ Hymen shouts for joy. 
Waves the connubial torch, and sandifies the tye. 
The heavenly powers retire^ and, check'd with si^ 
Her bow, thus mournfully, Latonia cries': 

^' Think on these sig^; and fareweU, hapless maid! 
** A sire opposes, and we dare not aid— 
^ While JovB consigtis thee to the silent gloom, 
^< Vsdn were each effort to avert thy doom. 
<^ Snatch'd fipom these eyes (thy tribe forever left— 
<< And all the social pbun of joy bereft) 
^^ Destin'd to rove with flitting forms bdow, 
<^ What stars could work thee such unwonted woe ! 
" No more be mine, when scented morning dawns, 
<* With shafts to traverse the Parthenian lawns : 
<^ Secure amidst his wilds the boar shall foam, 
<' And with full rang^ the lordly lion roam; 
*' Taygeta^s mountains shall be vrrapt in woe, 
^ Nor soon o'er Manala the chace shall g^ow. 
** For thee shall all the groves of Cyntbus sigh, 
*' Groves, where re-echoed erst the hunter's cry ; 
^' And, while a lover mourns thy loss in vain, 
♦* Silence shall hover o'er the Delphic fane," 

Meanwhile, whirl'd swift along, the frantic fair, 
Beat her tumultuous bosom in despair; 
And pour'd in broken notes her rueful wail. 
While streamed her bursting tresses on the gale; 
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<* Oh! Strike me with thy blasts of lightning dead, 
** Thus gjve my spirit to Avemus* shade^* ' 
** If cv'n a father's pity will not spare, 
^ O let me glide a bloodless spe£b^ there ! 
<^ Ah ! by what adions have I mov'd thy heart, 
'^ Thus for a sire's tozStz tyrant's part? 
^^ I never warr'd s^ainst their bright abodes, 
<^ When Pbligra^s rebel hosts assail'd the gods! 
^ I never cberish'd the vain hope, to rise, 
^ By Pe&on pil'd on Os$a^ to the skies ! 
'^ Behold, unconscious of a crime, I go 
^^ A living exile to the shades below. 
'* Happy the ravish'd £ur-ones, who eqoy 
'^ At least the common sun, the common sky ! 
*^ But I, to view these vernal skies no more, 
^^ Yield, a lorn captive, to the tyrant's power; 
^ Snatdi'd fixnn the world, my fondest wishes crost, 
^^ And with the day my virg^ honours lost! 
^ Why, spite of all a mother could advise, 
^ (How Fate beneath a smile in ambush lies) 
^ Rov'd o'er luxuriant lawns my heedless feet 
^ Where Venus led, so languishingly sweet? 
*^ O Ceres, hear a daughter's cries, that flow 
<< In all the energy of wiUest wo^— 
^' Whether the timbrel's note, that palls with fear 
** In A/tf's vale, comes bursting on thine ear; 
'* Or whether Dirufyma (whose howling wood 
^ The frenzied GalU sprinkle with their blood) 
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« Thou lov'st— or, with thdr drawn swords inad- 

* ^ dening by, 
*« Whether the fierce Curetes catch thine eye; 
<< Haste, haste— ev'n now the day's last gleams are 

"fled—. 
*< He hurries to the ra;ions of the dead V 

Chann'd by the beauteous tears of vii^ woe^ 
Pluto's grim heart with love began to glow; 
He wip'd the drops that trickled from her eye. 
And thus address'd her with a soothing sigh : 

^ Cease, gentle maid, to cherish airy fears, 
" Nor waste the softness of thy r^Ail in tears: 
" What are Sicilians courts compar'd with mine ! 
" To wield a nobler sceptre shall be thine ! 
" No cruel bridegroom shall thy beauties prove, 
" No spouse unworthy of the rites of love ! 
" Lo! I am Saturn's son — ^my boundless sway 
" Ev'n the vast void and all the worlds obey. 
" Fear not the loss of light : For' stars shall rife, 
" Brighter than ever deck supernal skies ! 
^' Where heavens more blue their glowing arch display, 
" Ely Stan suns shall beam with purer ray ! 
" There chaste adorers at the shrine appear, 
" There bloom the glories of the eternal year! 
•* The Golden Age (full soon from earth it flew) 
** Still loves to flourish there, for ever new ! 
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<^ There through soft meads immortal cephyrs play, 

^ Sigh o'er each flower, and bear its sweets away. 

" Not with such tints whose freshness never ifies, 

^ Could thy own Enna jJease thy partial eyes. 

*^ There a tall tree, the monarch of the ^ade, 

^ From its rich branches darts a light and shade } 

^* And ever shall the bending boughs unfold 

** For thee their fruit of veg^ble gold. 

^ Go^ trifling themes ! whatever lives in air, 

<< Or stagnant lakes and rolling rivers bear; 

" Whatever moves on earth, or skims the sea, 

« Shall own thy power, and yield at last to thee! 

*^ E'en kings shall lay their putple vestments down, 

« Kned at thy feet, anu tremble at thy fixwn!'* 

** * The rich — the poor — the monardi and the slave, 

" * Know no superior honours in the grave.' 

" Fled firom thy judgments, sdf-accus'd and pale, 

** In the dark re^on shall the guilty ^^ral; 

^^ And at the sweetness of thy plauding vdce^ 

*^ In realms of living joy die just rgoice ! 

^^ To Lithis lakes shall gliding ghosts repair, 

^^ And at thy summons quaff oblivion there; 

** Thy nod the willmg destinies a^rait; 

<^ And all the wishes thou can'st form, be fate!" 

This said— enamour'd of the sig^iing maid, 
He press'd his steeds, and plimg'd into the shade. 
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Sudden light images around them rove. 

As leaves come fluttering frpm the blasted grove; 

Thick as the billows break, or sands arise; 

Thick as the showers that fall from wint'ry skies. 

Swift, to survey the beauties of the bride^ 

In crowds the Shadows of all ages gUde. 

Attendants, chosen from the crowd, prepare, 

To roU beneath its shed the lofty car; 

And bid the steeds, now loosenM from the reins. 

Graze the dark pasture of Cocpus^ plains. 

Some at the canopy their care divide, . 

Or hang with verd'rous boughs the portals wide; 

Or lift the richest tap'stries of the loom 

To grace with graphic forms the bridal room. 

And, as such triumphs crown the Lover's toils, 

Softens his grimly face, rdax'd in smiles. 

Huge Phlegethon from waves of torrent flame 

Arose, while down his features flashed the stream. 

A train came next, to soothe the moumii^ queen — 
^ Meek were their looks, and modest was their mien :' 
From the fair gardens of Elysian day. 
They charm with cheerful talk her woes away; 
And bind her scattered tresses; and conceal 
Her mantling blushes in a golden veil 

N 

Bursting in wild and animated notes, 
Through the dead gloom unusual music floats: 
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Lo, the pale regions triumph at the sound. 

And all the buried nations dance around ! 

The Manes, grac'd with wreaths, protraft the feast. 

And fill'd with genial cheer, the Shadows rest. 

Hell stills her groans, and rarifies her breath 

That charg'd the eternal night with blasts of death : 

MiNOS suspends the terrors of his urn: 

Echoes no scouige, no dying sorrows mourn ! 

The gloom no tortur'd ghosts with horror, fill, 

And writh'd Ixion rests upon his wheel ! 

See Tantalus, the stream with rapture caught, 

Allays the thirsty fever of his throat; 

And TiTYUS lifts his monster-limbs away 

From the nine acres, where outstretched he lay; 

While the fierce vulture feels her power represt 

To scoop the living banquet of his breast; 

And, where no renovated fibres rise. 

To catch the bloody morsel, vainly tries. 

- Convivial revels e'en the Furies hold; . 

(Their listening snakes relax each placid fold) 

No more their flashing eyes in madness roU, 

But sparkle with the spirit of the bowl ! 

From those fell lips, that pour'd the threats of woe^ 

The melodies of melting music flow ! 

And, while no sanguine torch betrays the gloom, 

Lights of pure flame the canopies iUume ! 

No baleful vapours from Avernm rise, 

Where the fleet bird On easy pinion flics: 
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The floods, that fence Ms sable jaws anmnd. 
No more, to flight the ear of horror, soufuL 
Where roar'd rough Acheron, see a milky wave 
Sudden his banks in gentle miumurs hve; 
And flaunting o'er his purpling lake of winei 
See veidant ivy round Cocytus twine I 
Each faultering thread of life the Fates ranew; 
No sacred chorus mourns the broken due! 
With sighs no paraits^ o'ef the breathing um, 
Pay the last honours to the shade diey mourn: 
No black procession breaks*thc dty's d^ ; 
No battles rage; no tempests sweep &e seas* 
With reeds old Charon veil'd his tresses firore^ 
Singing in concert with eadi dashing oar. 
Now Hespkr, mikUy rising through the shade, 
Illum'd the chambers of the fluttering maid : 
There Night with starry bosom Stood confest, 
San(%on'd the genial bed, tiie auspicious omens blest. 
And while the good with generous triumph glow*d. 
Thus through Ac hall the plausive numbers flow'd : 
« Hail, Juno ! — and thou, Brother, hail, and Son 
** Of him, who thunders from the sethereal throne ! 
" Sleep, happy Lovers! may a vigorous race 
** Rise from the transports of the warm embrace ! 
" Lo, Ceres smiles upon these charm'd abodes, 
." As joyful Nature waits for future gods. 
" Sleep, happy pair ! — ^in fond embraces curl'd, 
" Create new ddties to bless the world.'* P. 
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1 p vindicate, like men, their every right, 
Our bnive fore&thers, conscious of their might, 
Though singly oft by fordgn armies chas'd, 
Strong forts and barricades before them plac'd^ 
And thence successive tyrants still withstood. 
While for their children's freedom streamed their blood. 

To alarms like these no longer now inur'd. 
The glorious end accomplished and secur'd; 
The rising moat ingulfs the waning mound, 
And both become, by culture, fertile ground: 
The radiant mountain-nymph resumes again 
Her pristine sway and still propitious reign. 
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Here, whence we glanc'd our retrospeSive range, 
Now Fancy rests to trace a kindred change. 
The ponderous terrace, broad, and high, and rude. 
The trees, in formal marshall'd rows that stood, 
The trim parterre^ square pond, and alley green. 
In gloomy state no more around are seen; 
But, like-a new creation, in their stead, 
A verdant lawn before the house is spread. 
Whose daisied foot meandering hca laves : 
(She lingers here to smooth her gliding waves, 
As birds of passage in their course alight 
To plume their wings, then reassume their flight) 
The landscape, all bedeck'd with flow'rcts gay. 
Is now illumined by the star of day y 
The line of beauty waves along the land; 
The oaks now free and independent stand; 
And genial nature, long, though overpower'd. 
Is like sweet liberty at length restored. 
But let not here xht friend of former times 
Scan with fastidious eye our artless rhymes. 
Nor think, as ancient shades no longer please, 
That hospitality is fled with theses- 
No: round the seat, though modem taste designs, 
The ancient spirit stiU remains at Pynes: 
If he true hospitality would share. 
He'll find that virtue still an inmate there, 

E. 
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Oear Betsy, in vain expedbtion you shan't stay. 
Though I never could write with the ease of an 

Anstey ! 
If nothing but tinsel should gleam through the lay, 
'Tis a Lady commands, and, behold ! I obey. 
And who but a Hottentot e'er could refuse 
A charmer — ^whose smiles may propitiate the muse? 
Perhaps (by the bye, for the very first time) 
It may be my fortune to figure in rhyme ! 
For, lo ! with more ease than I ever could whistl^ 
I find I can pen a poetic epistle. 
And this, by the way, will undoubtedly prove 
That poetry flows from the Graces and Lave. 

And now, my dear Cousin, at length to begin,—* 
Pray how are you pleas'd with the Beaux of Penryn f 
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Their attentions, I fear, ynJl allure you to stay ; 
And Truro is stupid while you are away. 
In the mom, when I happen to wander the street) 
How unwelcome thence of each person I meet. 
For (I cannot tell whether 'tis hncy or no) 
Each person appears with a face full of woe: 
And so, on a sudden, to James's I run, 
(To the grocer's I mean) for the sake of a pun ! 
For never on Jemmy the grocer could woe stick, 
Put to flight in a trice by a pun or acrostick. 
Moreover, to James's I often repair 
For some rasberry brandy, the soother of carer- 
Sure, what with my charmer so often I've done, 
I can do in her absence with pleasure alone. 
Who thought himself ever so happy a fellow. 
As I, when you bid me spread out your umbrella, 
Those beauties to guard from the winds and the rain. 
That must touch, I don't doubt it, a lover with pain ? 
And ah ! let this sigh be received as a voucher. 
That I feel a delight at the sound of your sloucher : 
But yet, after all, you can throw on me slurs, 
And abuse me for wearing unmannerly spurs; 
Since my spur in your habit I aukwardly stuck. 
As we walk'd to the shop of Sir Gingerbread Tuck. 
Then, if 'I remember, we hastened our pace. 
To the Jew's for a cane, and Miss Steart's for some 
lace. 
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How oft have I drawn from my fair one applause, 
As with taste I sele£led her laces and gauze; 
And own'd, though the stoical Pedant might stare, 
That happiness flows from the smiles of the fair. 
Far better than dull mathematical stuff, 
Are the figures you Ladies describe in a muff! 
As lumber, unheeded, the Classics may lie. 
While your netting I mark with a critical eye; 
And, oft as your rose-colour'd fingers I view, 
Coimt how many stitches a minute you do. 
How honour'd I feel, my dear Cozj to escort y'. 
When a tune is propos'd, to your Piano-Forte: 
Then flow the fixll numbers, so soft and so clear, 
Such harmonies ravish the musical ear; 
That in fancy I've seen the celestials approve. 
And Kirkman's own grandmother bend from 
above.* 



• Alluding to the following Elpigram, the occaiion of which 
not be here mentioned :— > 

When sweet Cecilia sought the skiei, 

In tears were all the tuneful wits: 
The fiddles pour'd chromatic sighs, 

And music had hysteric fiu ! 
But, ere she parted, thus she said— 

«« A short farewell I mean to bid y*." 
To keep her word, the harmonious maid 

Appears, in form of— Betsy Giooy ! 
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Now, dq)riv*d of those charms, my head drowsily 
nods; 
And sad and splenetic Pm all in the suds: 
The minutes move on without spirit or grace. 
No music — ^no riding, to fill the void space. 
I rememher, nor can it, 6bz, slip from me soon. 
How briskly we canter'd to Killiganoonl 
How there, very funny, we sat at our ease; 
With great perseverance ate apples and cheese; 
And uncommonly pleas'd with the juice of the gnqpc. 
Preserved, by good luck, our own natural shape; 
Tho' besure, it was whisper'd by tale-bearing spleen. 
That we, almost, oumodded the sage Mandarini. 
But now, in the m(»ti, or at dose of the day. 
How formal and dull are the visits we pay. 
What though, at each eve, in your absence I own. 
We assemble in parties to play at Pope Jpan\ 
Vet, as filled with the vapours, we sullenly mope, 
And no one can raise a subscription for Pope. 
Instead of the fun of a. frolicsome meeting. 
We are now entertained with a lefhire on cheating: 
Or, a proof, my fair cousin, how much you are mist. 
The cards are play'd out in the silence of whist. 
O, come then, sweet maid, and enliven the scene. 
While the Loves axui the Graces shall smile in your 

mien! 
O come, and in me " the Attentions" renew; 
For if e'er I possessed them, they center'd in you ! 
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Rude CiMON, who whistled thro' absence of thought, 

By female attra£Hons behav'd as he ought. 

For, soon as the beauties of Iphigbni 

(As the poets record it) arrested his eye. 

All easy and polisht he rose from his trance,-^ 

Tho' it never was said that she taught him to dance. 

And now, (though a rapid transition, 'tis true) 
rU imitate Virgil, a second or two; 
And tell how, the day you return from Penryn^ 
The magic of fancy shall brighten the scene. 
Well — first, to behold the sweet beauties she gave. 
Shall Anadyomene rise from the wave; 
While, to heighten the pomp of her favourite girl, 
The way shall be scatter'd with Mother of PearL 
Where'er your chaise-wheels have imprinted the road, 
The miners with ease shall discover a lode; 
The common around you shall suddenly bloom. 
And vie with Gunbilly for beautiful broom; 
The Cupids that breathe the repose of Love-lane, 
Shall not be disturb'd by a cart or a wain; 
The * Moor of the Ropers^ (verse alters the term on't) 
Shall yield as medicinal waters as Pynmnt\ 
And, though Mr. Lemon's plantations be dead, 
Its hedges shall form a poetical shade; 
While the Fal shall in swiftness resemble the Pa, 
Or soft as the musical Arno shall flow. 
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And now for perfumes, should I seem at a stand, 
Mrs. Maunder's exotics are ready at hand : 
For if, O ye sweets, she can order the breeze 
To waft you beyond the Colle£for*s^ with ease; 
The Muses, with skill necromantic, can whisk y' 
On the wings of the gale to the top of Patiski: 
Or, to " haste to Penryn^' in a moment can bid y% 
To please the olfiaftory nerves of Miss Giddy ; 
But, should they have rifled the shrubs of the garden. 
They can easily sue in a sonnet for pardon. 

At length I'm oblig'd by my paper to close 
This rhodomontade of poetical prose; 
For to rich, or to poor— or to little, or great. 
Believe me, I never write more than a sheet 
But I've room enough left to advise you to learn 
Soft " Colin and Delia," before you return. 
And then, as with rapture I sit by your side. 
And the hours with a moment's rapidity glide, 
I may own that your absence is almost requited. 
By the magic of beauty and music imited : 
For, Envy herself will acknowledge it true. 
In your songs there is music, and beauty in you ! 

F. 
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Well, since my Henry bids me trace 
The manners of the College-Race; 
Such as it is, my verse shall chime— ^' 
Or clas^c lays, or runic rhyme ! 
To thee, perhaps, these lines may haste 
Unpolisht by the hand of taste: 
Yet, while in rougher traits they rise 
To hurt the critic's purged eyes. 
With pleasure shall a friend peruse 
The sketches of an Oxford muse. 
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First, for the troop whom no deg^ 
Hath stamp'd from Aristotle free— 
Who yet, amid these seats of sdence, 
Hold sense and learning at^ defiance, 
A troop, that oft in hostile show 
In madness aim the rebel blow; 
And, led by wild caprice, appear 
With discipline denouncing war ! 
Or idlers, who, at leisure laid 
In Rhedycina's holy shade, 
Their Bacchanalian hours devote 
To wine, and vacancy of thought ! 

From loungers of a listless day 
Lieaming flies ridicul'd away; 
£nougli — ^if leam'd the logic rules 
For disputations in the schools ! 
See crowds high-vested with degrees, 
Just qualified — ^to pay the fees ! 
As well mighpALMA, for a purse, 
With D. D. dignify a horse ! 
Ah ! think not ye, whose sons consume 
In College-rust their early bloom — 
Think not, these sons with purest flame 
Kindle at learning's awful name. 
Lost in the reveries of Plato, 
And mystic visions of Erato I 
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O think not, while an Athens rises 

Again upon the banks of Ifis^ 

That here, as wild enthusiasts dream, 

*« Wave the hoar shades of Academe!** 

Have bucks and bloods ^ letch to rove 

Amidst the philosophic grove? 

They never trace, through learning's maze. 

The purer scenes of ancient days ! 

For them, old Plato still may rule 

A fancied empire, or a school ! 

Will not the youths, whose pulses beat. 

High-mettled, with equestrian heat« 

Who bum to run the Olympic round. 

Scorn the dull race on classic ground, 

And place, amidst a nobler course. 

Their summum bonum in — a horse? 

Yet the poor Servitor, whose mind 
Droops in its narrow cell confin'd, 
By no wild wishes taught to stray. 
Preserves the tenour of his way. 
How oft o'er pots of beer he smiles, 
The bright reward of all his toils; 
And cheers his soul with golden dreams 
Of declamations and of themes ! 
Though minister of tarts and cheese, 
With joy he contemplates the fees» 



Vol. II. 
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And in his purse, for all his pains, 
<< A splendid shilling" still retains ! 
To his fond hopes indulgent heaven. 
Perhaps, a chaplainship has given— 
Some refuge from the fi'owns of caret 
Some shelter from the world's broad glare ; 
Where sneering Insult, txushing by. 
Or Scorn, that oft inverts her eye. 
Shall bid no more his moments flow, 
Dash'd with the bitterness of woe ! 

While such, to servile fortunes bom, 
Are doom'd to fed the shafts of scorn. 
That wound full oft the ingenuous heart, 
'Till, callous, it defies the dart^ 
' Lo, yonder, Liberty (with Pride, 
And vacant Folly by her side) 
Points to the velvet cap, whose power 
Exempts from care the frolic hour; 
There g^ves, as triumph li^ts her face. 
The silken gown its fringed grace. 
And bids it rustle in the breeze^ 
A sanation to the sons of ease! 
Such, whom the Muses blush to nam^ 
Let such still glory in their shame; 
Assert (when Plutos proves no friend} 
Thdr happy privilege to spend; 
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And still, vfith supercilious air. 
The tufted cap of Folly wear. 

Bold Florio see — (his only pride 
TTie chariot's rapid wheel to guide) 
Spurn from his phaeton and four. 
The fesces of proftorial power; 
And wildly aft the knowing part. 
Too light of head, and light of heart! 

As DuLCiNEA*s fancied smile, 
Or brain-sick Panza's airy isle, 
Lo, Pleasure (wrapt in clouds she flies) 
Cheats the bright ken of ea^e eyes ! 
His idle whirl of transport past. 
He feels solicitude, at last. 
Ah ! soon — too soon his sight aggrieve 
The terrors of the velvet sleeve: 
The fix)wn-clad personage appears— 
Anathemas affront his ears ! 
And lo— the fury Rustication 
Threatens the loss of rq)Utation ! 
At length he hears annoUnc'd his doom. 
To pine amid the coll^ gloom; 
And he, who erst derived alone 
Importance from his phaeton; 
Who flew, like Sancho, through the skies. 
Beyond the Proftor's prying eyes, 
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For one long moon is doom'd to pore» 

Cheerless, o'er antiquated lore! 

Yet, than pro£torial frowns still worse, 

His schemes, perhaps, make work for Nourse ;*. 

And by a double doom secur'd 

He sighs, in college walls immyr'd. 

While many a pale moon ^ves repentance^ 

To mourn their revokable sentence. 

Gay Pleasure now has lost the power 
To wing with speed the lag^ng hour. 
He — ne'er hath been inur'd to study. 
Since books would make his brain but muddy; 
And yet, to a£l the jockey's part. 
Has Bracken's farriery by heart: 
But classic volumes, pil'd on high. 
Dark as their lore mysterious, lie. 

^' Come, hounds and horn, with ardour fire us— 
(« What a damn'd bore the hunt of Cyrus I 
*' Ye pedantsf, what avails the idea 
" Of chaste and beautiful Panthea? 
^ Not ^th her virtues, but her charms, 
^^ Come, spunky Phillis, to my arms ! 
^ Sure had he been a man of fiishion, 
^ The King had gratified his passion: 

• A late lurgcQn at Oxford. 
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^ Gods ! what a quizj and woman-hater, 
** To spear the nymph whene'er he met her.'* 

Thus cries the hi^-bred youth, whose brain is 
Best suited to a game of tennis; 
Who loud would hail the billiard-board. 
To his own element restor'd. 
Chagrin'd he views the nedar'd stream, 
QuafTd in rich draughts ^th spaiiding gleam. 
And sees, condemn'd to capillair, 
JUot whirl round the crashing chair. 

What now can every wbh avail, 
To guide, as erst, the spreading sail; 
Or ply, amid the jocund roar. 
On /f/V flood, the dashing oar! 
Around, where glows the varied scene 
In soft diversities of green ; 
Where float, by nature's hand pourtray'd. 
The blended hues of light and shade ; ' 
While many a sun, with chequer'd dyes. 
At eve illumes the summer skies; 
In memory's eye he views the day. 
Light as his skiff that danc'd away. 
When bent to Medley* s lov'd retreat ; 
Or Binsey's shade-surrounded seat; 
Or antique Godstowe's mould'ring walls 
Where oft the hoary fragment falls, 
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Where wild o'er buried beauty's grave 
The hollow trees their branches wave. 
And all in gloomy dirges, hail 
The passing Genius of the gale.— < 
See, as he sits in moping mood. 
Sudden, soft-pac'd, a dxw intrude! 
Curst monster! whose vindictive strain 
With horror thrills the feezing vdn; 
Who threatens, dad in frowns, alas ! tiU 
He whirls his debtor to the Castle, 
There doomed to si^ in durance drear— * 
Far distant every fiiendly ear. 

O TICKING, what a train of woes. 
Sudden, thy lavish favours close! 
Yet thoughtless gownsmen, by thy carc^ 
Breathe freely academic air; 
By thee display, though pennyless, 
The kick in fashionable dress; 
And quaff the sparkling bowl by thee, 
In all the roar of social glee! 
And such, " when free from college rules, 
'* And lumber of the lying schools,'* 
Indulge, as Taboo passion fire^. 
In all the pride of rural squires; 
Or hail the pleasures of the chace, 
Though dcstin d fot a holy race, 
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And shew— to cany still the farce on, 
How Riot sublimates the Parson ! 

Yet, are there some can waste thw whole age 
Amid the dullness of a coU^; 
Whom reason and good sense deride; 
The sons of Pedantry and Pride f 
Heav'ns ! of how cynical a nature 
The school-taught race of Abna Mater! 
Who, of cramp'd mind and clouded bnun, . 
Bind Genius in a Gothic chain; 
Whose learning only proves of use 
To vitiate reason or traduce; 
While dark Smiglscius frowns away 
Each unsophisticated ray ! 
Yet such as these affe£l the skies; 
Too superdlious to be wise! 

O Pedantry, by thee dismay'd. 
What numbers fly the classic shade ! 
How droops beneath thy harsh controul 
The mutuality of soul ! 
Those generous feelings, which impart 
Refinement to the human heart ; 
That sweet benevolence, which glows 
With anguish at another's woes. 
And, as it sighs to soothe distress, 
Feels every selfish sorrow less; 
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Which, sparkling in the expressive eye, 
Derives delight firom others joy ? — 
These clouded virtues shrink away 
Pale at the hoar Collegian's sway ! 
These charities full quickly fade 
In Pedantry's dmmerian shade ! 
Beneath the yew's funereal gloom 
The flow'rcts lose their brightest bloom, 
And, tainted by the poisonous gale, 
Breathe faint their fragrance o'er the vale. 

Thus, though 'tis theirs to guide our youth. 
Where Science points to Taste and Truth, 
These Sag^ cloud with scowl austere 
The paths of Science, dark and drear s 
And, with the noblest joys at strife, 
.Quench the fair star of social life ! 

And should, my friend, a pedant fool. 
Like clock-work, breathe by stated rulei 
In all the sourness of grimace 
Distort his curvilinear face; 
And, stridlly to mechanics true. 
Walk mathematically, too, 
'Till haply (if no flapper plies* 
With rousing strokes, his ears and eyes) 

•Sec Swift's Uputianu 
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In the wild maze, of problems lost 
He bounce his head against a post; 
Or, while in theories his brain 
Draws forms of solids on a plane, 
Stumbling (though singular the fa£t is) 
Prove stereometry by pra<aice ; 
Who could, in such a learned bustl^ 
Keep unrelax'd a single muscle? 

But, should he aft the Cynic's part ' 
With deep malignity of heart; 
And, studious to diffuse o'er all 
Perverted nature's bitter gall. 
Swell with dark triumph to survey 
The rose of Pleasure fade away; 
Should he (though oft constrain'd to lower 
The paltry fasces of his power. 
To bold Assurance pressing near) 
Treat modest Merit with a sneer; 
Insulting wound the ingenuous breast 
By Taste and Sentiment imprest; 
And, while his heart the vultures tear, 
Fed not a single virtue there; 
Say, would not indignation hiss 
At such a charafter as this i 

Ye Fellows, who demurely dose, 
Blest with stupidity's repose; 
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(And sure, unless the poet lyes, 
*« *Tis arrant folly to be wise:") 
Say, should the Muse hold forth to view 
Your pifturcs drawn severely true- 
Say, would not shame in blushes rise. 
Oft' as the colours caught your eyes ? 
Ah, no— so bronzed o'er with brass. 
Shame never ting'd a Fdlow'sfacc. 
What then avails, my Muse, so long 
To waste, in whipping posts, a thong? 
What though thou lash the fools, behold 
Still in the paths of kl&y bold, 
With all the glare of impudence 
They rove, secure from shame, or sense: 
Still, listless, in the common room, 
They dream of happiness to come; 
And, weary of their learned life. 
Sigh for a living, or a wife ! 
Still, when their reverend heads incline, 
Fill'd with the drowsy fiimes of wine, 
They haste to Baggs's, void of grace, 
(I've mark'd thdr desultory pace) 
And there. Reflexion, fer from thee. 
Nod o'er the nation's news and teaj 
Or cups of fragrant coffee sip, 
(Coffee, the curer of the hyp- 
Coffee, that makes ev'n Fellows wise, 
And see, like owls, with half-shut eyes) 
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Still, as lewd appetite prevails. 
They lov6 the wit of smutty talcs; 
Paint, with the colouring of a Titian^ 
The glowing raptures of fruition; 
And hold (though ministers of God) 
Their first, best minister, a bawd! 

Yet, in the rear, a reverend train 
Demand a tributary strain; 
Since Fortune whimsically sheds 
<< A cruel sunshine'' round their heads. 

Perhaps, my Muse may rue the hour 
She dar'd to censure fools in power: 
Perhaps she *s doom'd to sue for pardon 
To Master, Principal, or Warden, 
Jn convocation, on her knees. 
For ridiculing high degrees. 

But when a Helluo stuffs the stall. 
Or, 'mid the lofty-window'd hall, 
Waddles in robes that, full displayed. 
Diffuse around an awfiil shade — 
When, as each Gaueiy marks the year. 
And gives the day to festfiil cheer. 
In scarlet pomp the Sage carouses, 
Full of the dignity of Houses; 



ry2 IPISTLES* 

When great in paunch, in honours ^leat, 

At Golgotha the Dodors meet. 

And launch abroad their mighty bulls 

In tliunder, from the place of skulls, 

The Muse would bid,, to swell the strain, 

A TEKKM FiLius rise again; 

And, stor'd with many a tragic rhyme^ 

Eke out the lu^crous sublime. 

Lo ! where Su Mary^s antique tower, 
Proud rising, crowns the classic bower; 
A mody mercenary herd 
Ordain'd to propagate the word. 
These with peculiar grace impart 
Rdi^ous comfort to the heart ! 
Oft, while their powers might nuse a sneer, 
Or draw from Pity's eye the tear; 
Morpheus lets M his gentle dews. 
And slumbers creep along the pews ! 
Go, shameless tribe ! and walk the towh^ 
Vile hirelings, in your draggled gown; 
Or, seiz'd with a rdigious qualm. 
At Merton sing the hundredth psalm; 
With scouts the chorus join, or hail 
Their Warden with— a pot of ale;* . 

* Alluding to a custom at Mcrm-Cette^e. 
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The Liturgy for hal^>ence read ; 
Or bury for a groat a head, 
While (congr^tions staring round) 
Ye reel o'er consecrated ground. 
And, thus prepar'd your souls to save, 
Totter into the yawning grave I 

Around the spot where Knowledge streams 
Tl^e genial influence of her beams; 
Around this spot does Ignorance sway 
Bosoms that never own'd a ray — 
That privilege of human kind. 
The emanation of the mind? 
Where no Religion lends its aid, 
Can ought illumine Error's shade ? 
What wonder flocks disorder'd stray. 
When ev'n their shepherds lose their vray— 
When ministers, ordain'd to preach, 
(Without ability to teach) 
Are quite unanxious to impart 
One precept to amend the heart; 
And hurrying breathless through the pray'rs. 
Reach glad the goal, and bless their stars ! 

Such rise to honours in the church. 
And leave true merit in the lurch. 
Thus are the mercenary herd 
Of cringuig sycophants preferr'd! 
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Thus undistinguisht shall we find 
Ev*n worth of far superior kind^ 
And view with scorn the happier fate 
Of fools and knaves in chiurh and state ! 
How many, blest l^ learning's ray. 
Pass in sequestered shades the day : 
Unheard how oft the poet sings : 
N^le£t wdg^ down die Muse's wings. 

Pensive around the common-room^ 
While Warton* " snuffs his pipe's perfume j'^ 
Too oft' the Coll^ Head, whose name 
Can never grace the rolls of Fame, 
Struts dignified — ^with not a sprig 
Of bay-leaves stuck about his wig ! 
•* Lo there" (indignant Genius cries) 
•* In yon cBpt shide a Warton lies ! 
" How oft, while Eve her landscape drew, 
^ He hail'd my steps to yonder yew ! 
^ For him I wove, in fancy's loom, 
" A tejrture of perennial bloom ! 
** For him, wiA joy the assembled Nine 
•* Their amplest wreath conspir'd to twine ! 
** Yet what, alas ! but idle praise, 
•* Rewards my sweetest minstrel's lays ! 

• Late fellow of Trinity-College. 
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" Thus droop my sons, with scorn repaid, 
^ Listless amid the sombre shade ! 
** What though I raise the Mus^' flame, 
^ With ardent hopes of deathless fame, 
" Yet cold Ncgleft's severe controul 
<' Chills the warm current of the soul!" 

And see the silver-slipper'd Maid— 
Her robes of glossy verdure fade ! 
See, in the wildest anguish prest 
To yon pale urn her heaving breast! 
Still Nature's hand, her streams around, 
Scatters with simple flowers the ground; 
But, mark'd by no poetic eye. 
Their hues in breathing incense die. 

Well may the faded vir^ glow 
With varied enerpes of woe : 
Long has she deem'd her " Triumphs" vain, 
Though her own poet fram'd the strain. 
Haply cv'n he may breathe, ere-long. 
The spirit of despairing song. 
And own, reclin'd his pcosive head, 
The ** Tears of Isis" justly shed! 
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EPISTLE 

TO 

H.DOWNMAN, M.D. 

OF EXETER^ 

rRITTEN DUUINC A VIOLENT ILLKEII, 

AUGUST 17, 1791. 



Hail to my generous guide, my honoured fncnd ! 

May every blessing on his steps attend 

How feebly the warm wish these lines impart ! 
Ye^ O accept them from a grateful heart! 

Here, Downman, as in still suspense I lie^ 
And from my pillow lift the languid eye; 
•Tb in thy friendsWp only to cflFusc 
Some little spirit o'er my faulterii^ muse ! 

Long have I own'd with pride, amidst the shade 
Of sacred poesy, thy critic aid; 
And, whilst thy lessons to perfe6Hon fir'd. 
The beauteous model in thy verse admir'd^ 
Where melody unites with diftion chaste, 
And all that fancy charms, or polisht taste. 
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But merits, &r superior, msurk thy lay$— 
Praise, such as this, were " mockery of praise." 
The nuuily virttus in thy numbers shine. 
And sentimiHty that nerves each vigorous line; 
And Uamingy not in pompous garb <UspIay'd, 
But in simplicity's piire vest array 'd; 
And strong unbiast reason, and the light 
Of philanthropic fteUngs beamii^ bright : 
Nor less the humbler charities^ that pour 
Their lustre on the dear domestic hour ! 

Yet, though thy writings to the world hold forth 
A spotless mirror of thy a£live worth. 
Yet is thy life (just heaven's peculiar care^ 
But with a feeble ray reflected there. 
Strenuous to chase from man each brooding ill. 
Thy social kindness, or thy healing skill. 
Through all the tenoiir of that life appears. 
And brightens up a gloomy vale of tears : 
Whether, from opulence retir'd, thy feet 
Trace out the chill and comfortless retreat 
Of the poor orphan, or thou love to close 
The mental wounds that speak no common woes. 

Where, starting from a short and troubled sleep. 
The weary languish, or the wretched weep; 
'Tis thine refreshing slumbers to restore. 
Bid strength revive, or sorrow weep no more. 
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And, whilst the sounds of gratulation bless 
Thy healing art, thy merited success; 
Whilst, from the bed of sickness, round thee rise 
The rich, the poor, to meet thy glistening eyes. 
Fresh-blooming — with the nerve of health new-strung, 
And DowNMAN echoes from each grateful tongue; 
Me, too, thy cordial balms already cheer, 
Thy friendly voice, thy sympathy sincere ! 

Yes ! where the last dim star of eve survey'd 
This fainting frame in pale disorder laid, 
when well-nigh ceas'd the vital stream to flow. 
And every pulse beat tremulously low; 
And, as my breath seem'd ready to depart. 
Exhausted nature fluttered at my heart; 
Thy medicine's renovating power could save 
My sunken spirit from the yawning grave ! 

And O ! if an indulgent Being give 
His servant, yet a few short years to live; 
To please that God who bless'd thy art in me, 
O DowNMAN, may I live to copy thee! 
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ADDRESSES. 



TO THE 



EQUESTRIAN BELLES. 



Ye Nymphs, from nursery restridions freed, 

Who rein abroad the smooth and sprightly steed; 

Whene'er you press the nkely-balanc'd seat, 

Adorn'd with symmetry, a habit neat, 

A cheerful aspe£^, and an easy air. 

The Muses own you look bewitching there. 



But O, ye Nymphs ! we charge you, ne'er be seen 
In other than your own attradive mien; 
Never, misled, your gentle tongues defile 
With stable phrases, technical and vile; 
Nor e'er, unnaturally debas'd, assume, 
Like abjed men, the manners of a groom. 
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Ye fair Equestrians, mark our moral lay- 
To hold secure the geiual winning way. 
And take your sylvan exerdse beside; 
Let modest Acland* be your charming guide, 
Who still preserves, ev'n in the fleetest chace, 
A sweet decorum and engaging grace; 
And proves, like Guide's pencil, rich and warm. 
That woman's softness is her stroiigest charm. 

* The Lady of the preient Sir Thomai. 
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ADDRESS, 

INTRODUCTORY Of 

. Mrs. SID DONS, 

ON THE 

FIRST NIGHT OF HER ACTING IN EXETER, 
IN 1789. 



±0 please our patrons, who with liberal aim 
Light up to public view the Muse's flame; 
And by our grateful ardours to repay 
Each smile that fosters the dramatic lay- 
Be this, whatever the worth we boast beside, 
The noblest triumph of ingenuous pride. 

Warm'd by these feelings, we call forth to-night 
Those magic powers that minister delight; 
Your various minds impatient to direSk 
To every fine theatrical eSeA — 
The pale dejected eye to Pity dear. 
And Hope, mild-beaming through the tender tear; 
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Delicious Griefs that mdti]:^ bosoms move, 
And the soft hngiush to the ligHt of Love; 
Affeffions that in filial transport ^ow> 
Or swell with all the energy of woe; 
The speechless Agony that chills and fires, 
'Till the tear trembles, and the si^ expires^; 
Those looks, that, sudden, the whole heart unfold; 
The thrilling pause; the g|bnce, with horror cold; 
And, wildly darting into passion's storm, 
A s<5ul that lightens, at one flash, the form — 
These— these in grand succession shall appear 
Triumphant ! — ^fbr weJiail a Siddons here! 

And while, finom all her richly-Uooming bowem, 
Her patriot progeny Devonia pours. 
And sends exulting, bom the rural shades. 
In many a beauteous groupe her blushing maids; 
While Isca bids the toveliest of the fiiir. 
Their wreaths of glory to a Siddons bear; 
Enamour'd Taste and Elegance shall own 
A charm in every look, in every tone; 
Difi[use cot^enial raptures 'mid the throng^ 
At each impassioned accettt of her tongue; 
Fill with responsive drops the sparklii^ eyes, 
And raise in many a bosom kindred sighs; 
'Till in these sympathies herself she view, 
And all her merits re-appcar^Hn you ! 
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Hence shall dime Philanthropy confess 
Each selfish joy, each selfish sorrow, less ! 
Hence patriot Virtue a new fervor feel ; 
Hence Loyalty shall bum with double zeal ! 

Ev'n now, as kindling throu^ her raptured vales. 
Her Monarch's fiiendly smile Devonia hails; 
Improv'd by tragic scenes shall every mind. 
And each warm heart with feelings more refin'd^ 
A richer incense of afiedtion bring. 
And, duteous, greet their Parent in their King! 

P. 




\ 
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A N 

ADDXESS, 

SPOKIM BT 

Mrs. SIDDONSj 

ON THE LAST NIGHT OF HER ACTING IN EXETER, 

1789. 

Disguis'd no longer by the scenic mask> 
To speak with justness is no easy task. 
Mbthinks the hackney'd theme I would not prove 
Of fulsome compliment, or mean self-love : 
Yet, though some doubt, some danger, I perceive, 
I must not, cannot, take a silent leave. 

Whate'er my powers — if tender Pity came, 
Glow'd on your cheeks, and trembled through your 

frame; 
If, at my bidding, terror struck the soul. 
If (while Despair press'd onward to its goal) 
Madness rush'd in, and Horror's aweful form 
Imperious urg'd the wild conflifting storm ; 
Whate'er my pow'rs — ^if faithful to their aim, 
'Twas'but my duty, and what you might claim. 
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Yet, be this honest pride to night confest— 
With no inglorious art I mov'd the breast, 
Aided the Muse, enforced her moral laws. 
Nor rous'd the passions, but in Virtue's cause. 

Let me be proud, (base flattery I disdam) 
That mute attention listen'd to my strain; 
That Candour heard well-pleas'd, and Taste refin'd,) 
Which guides each nicer impulse of the mind« 
Your echoing plaudits ne'er shall I forget j 
Distance or time shall not erase the debt. 

Accumulated thanks I owe to you 
For a lov'd brother, and a sister due; 
Here have they past the happiest of their days. 
Oft have their tongues been lavish in your praise. 

Farewell ! — this conscious heart knows how to prize 
A liberal audience; the true worth of sighs. 
Of tears, whose fountain in the ingenuous soul 
No sordid mixture-owns, no vile controul; 
The sighs which burst, the sacred tears which flow, 
From that pure source of sympathetic woe. 
Farewell ! — such merit ever condescends — 
May I presume to say — Farewell, my friends? 
I will — for none but Envy can repine. 
When I dare call the friends of virtue — mine. 

D. 
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A POETICAL ADDRESS 

TO 

A WIDOW LADY, 
OVER A DISH OF TEA IS HER HERMITAGE. 



In this lone cot, which female hands have grac'd 
With all the wildling fantasies of taste; 
Where the forc'd trees in Gothic arches frown, 
And boast a wreath of mosses not their own; 
Where piUar'd birch-bark shews its silvery hue, 
Mounts up the sides, and flourishes — ^in glue; 
Where India bends her smooth fantastic root,* 
And Indian figures sprawl on every shcx)t— 
In this lone cot, miscall'd the Hermit's cell, 
Ko Hermit ever is design'd to dwell. 
1^0 spread his sallad on the maple stool. 
To catch the clear streamf in his beechen bowl; 
And every eve, as louder sounds yon rill,]: 
And yon high tower sinks fading from its hill,§ 

* The maodrake root, ornamented with figures. 
i XS These ttroket ire all taken from the realities 
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To lift his soul in npturou9 prayers on high, 
Feel his fine spirits mounting to the sky v 
And see at times the angrfs, hovering o'er, 
Fling wide their robes, and blazon all the bowcr.-^ 

For such high ends this cell was not designed : 
It owns a genius of a gentler kind. 
Here a fine Lady from Park-lane* retires, 
And blends the Hermit's and the Courtier's fires; 
Now dips in ancient or in modem lore. 
Tastes as she reads, and lives past ages o'er; 
Now, gayly thoughtfiil, or politely free, 
Lights up the mirth of soft society. 
The Hermit's beads around her neck she wears; 
The Hermit's bowl in China* s earth appears; 
His maple board mahogany supplies; 
And, for his sallad, tea and cofFee rise. 



'^ But one tlyng still is wanting to the whole; 
The body asks an animating soul. 
Without a warbler, what 's a gilded cage? ^ j 
Without a Hermit, what 's a hermitage? ^: 
Take therefore, Madam, one monition well, 
And place a Reverend Hermit in your cell. 



\ 



^ Park-Une, Piccadilly, London. 
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Then shall to you the Saint's gay visions risci 
Then his elysium open to your eyes, 
And all the angels, that should tend him near, 
In their best forms — as boys and girls — appear, f 

W.R. 

+ The lady had never had any children; she had married an old 
man. 
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ir/uiLEj just above yon hill, the orb of day 

Slopes down the vale his beams of evening bright^ 
Eastward the wat'ry clouds, in dark array, 

Oppose their shadows to the dazzling light: 
And while, amid the foliage of the wood. 

The statelier trees their bumish'd stems unfold; 
The shower descends, and o'er the illiunin'd flood 

The willow-leaflets trickle tears of gold. 
Such are thy charms, O Nature, wond'rous dame! 

Such are the splendid visions which arise, 
Kindling sweet Poesy's celestial flame. 

Oft as they play before the enthusiast's eyes; 
Who loves to wander through thy haunts, and loves 
To sketch those beauties which his soul approves. 

E. 
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O Circle, whether erst theligjtitning's lance 

With its keen aiure shot thy wavy way; 

Or — such the tales of village maidens, say^ — 
The merry Fayes (what time their troops advance 
To thread the fleedng mazes of the dance, 

While bends dim Iris in the lunar ray) 
Form'd, as they tripp'd with many a twinkling g^ce, 

Thy ring, to speak their revels to the day; 
Still fancying^ lovely Circle, that I trace 

Amid the features of thy fading dyes, 
The little footsteps of the faery race^— 

Still, 'round the springing verdure, shall arise 
In soft relief, thy gently-curving grace— 

T^ trivial but for fond pocdc eyes! 

P. 
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Xho' now pale Eve, with many a crimson streak 

Soft-fading, tips the lime-invested hill; 
And though blue steams emer^ng fix>m the lake 

Roll curling on, and hover o'er the rill; 
The smoke, that slow evolves its pillar'd form 

From yonder straw-roof 'd cottage, sweetly throws 
O'er my hush'd bosom a superior charm, 

And seems to breathe a cherub-like rq)06e ! 
With its grey column to yon' sapphire cloud 

Stealing in stillness the calm mind ascends— 
The unruffled line, though lost amid the shroud 

Of heaven, in fancy rising never ends ! 
Thus ever may my tranquil spirit rise- 
Free from the gust of passion-<-to the skies ! 



P. 
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SONNET IV. 



riow sweet — what time the qukk-rekindling day 

His orient colours on my dove-cote streams ^ 
Whose gilding blushes in the vivid ray, 

And o'er my window flings lefleded beams; 
How sweet to listen to thy cooing note, 

While slumbers softly leave the unsealed eye^ 
And on my pUlow lights the placid thought 

To bid the hovering dream of morning fly! 
Yes, gentle Dove ! may still thy plaintive tone 

Be the first rural sound to meet my ear ! 
And still this breast such simple pleasures own^ 

That, as a lesson, I may love to hear; 
And pidure, with no gall to give ofFence, 
Wafted on every note, thy innocence? 
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Lorn Birds ! whose simple minstrelsy, the last 

That nature pouring on the pensive ear, 
Bids echo back her vernal music past, 

And breathe a requiem o'er the dosing year; 
Who, while the softest pity loves to steal 

From every cadence of your melting strain; 
Ah, who suspe£b such little breasts can feel 

Ungpitle strife, or work each other pain? 
And yet, though seeming harmony of heart 

Flow in the sweetness of each charming note; 
Oft from the bitter fray ye bleeding part, 

Tom the stain'd plume, and pierc'd the vocal throat I 
Beneath the fairest aspe£t of disguise, 
Alas, too oft th^ cruel bosom lies ! 



i 
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SONNET VI. 



Whilb not a ^ing of inseft-being floats, 

And not a murmur moves the frozen air -, 
Yon* ice-dad sedge, with tremulous wave, denotes. 

Amid the leafless copse, that life is there. 
And lo, half^seen^ the Bird of russet breast 

And duskier pinion, that had cleft the skies 
Of wild inhospitable dimes, in quest 

Of the warm spring, his plashy labour plies. 
Feed on, poor bird, beneath the shdtering copse; 

And near thee may no wanton spanid stray ! 
Or rising, when dim eve her curtain drops. 

Ah! may no net arrest thy darkling way! 
But long unpent by frost, overflow the rill i 
And many an inseft meet thy ddving bill! 

P. 
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SONNET Vn. 



TO 

A YOUNG LADY, 

ON HER 

WEARING A VEIL, 

WRITTEN JUNl I79O. 



As when some goddess, from the ethereal hei^t 

Descending, wraps in clouds her beauty's blaze; 
She hides fh>m mortals the refulgent light, 

Lest they should perish, as they fondly gaze. 
'Tis thus, in kind relief, the veiling shade 

Softens that bloom, those eyes suffusing fire 
Lest, dazzled as we look, too lovely Maid, 

We sink in £unt delirium, and expire ! 
Yet the sweet infhience of the shaded eye, 

The charming languish of a face so &ir; 
Thy modest blush, like the mild morning sky, 

Thy timid glaiice, thy meek retiring air. 
Such tenderness to all thy beauties give. 
That only with a trembling heart we live ! 



P. 



TO 

A COLLEGE I 

OM Hit I 

IXPRESSING HIS APPREHENSW 
HAD FORGOTTk 

WRITTEN AUGU 



How, B YE, can thy fea 

Alas ! so great a change in n 
Or idly deem my heart so cold 

That I no more remember thi 
Oh \ — thou canst bid new pleas 

A sun^ my kindling mom to 
And thou canst gild affli£tion's | 

A itar^ through many a ston 
Though, far from fancy's rosea 

Care-worn and &int I bend i 
Nor can recall the vacant hour 

Whcn youth, on roving winj 
Yet, still thv { 
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. SONNET IX. 



TO HIS 

INFANT MARIA* 



Ah ! my dear Babe ! thou smilest on the tear 

That hangs upon thy Mother's fading cheek; 
Eager, as thou wert wont, her voice to hear — 

But her heart swells with grief, too full to speak. 
•Tis for thy Brothers, in the same cold bed. 

She weeps. O'er one the wintry storm hath past: 
And there, another rests his little head 

Fresh-pillow'd. But they feel not the keen blast ! 
O'er their pale turf the whistling winds may sweej^— 

Unconscious of the tempest, they repose: 
There, undisturb'd, sweet innocents ! they sleep 

From human passions free, from human woes. 
Yes, dear Maria ! they, my Babe, are free 
From ills that wait, perhaps, in store for thee ! 

P. 

* See Epitaph on the two Children of R. Polwhzlk. 
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SONNET X. 



TO THE SAME. 



Yes ! thou art doom'd to meet full many a frowr^ 

Perhaps, fiiom pride's rude ofFspring, who despise 
The worth of tremulous diffidence, and crown 

Each dazzling attribute with virtue's prize. 
Yet, if amidst the stormy wilderness 

Of life, some friend thy gentle spirit find; 
Spite of the unfeeling million, he shall bless. 

With warm sincerity, thy kindred mind. 
But trust not the fond look, the specious smile: 

Nor deem that o'er thy path the unsetting light . 
Of friendship beams. — Alas ! if free from guile. 

Thou wilt the poor,' the timid caution slight ! 
How hard their lot, who feel its value most, 
To shed the bitter tear for friendship lost ! 

P. 
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TO THE SAME. 



iThen Death, cruel stroke, dissolves the tyc 

Which holds in friendship a congenial heart; 
Wc bid the long adieu with streaming eye, 

And pour the impassioned sorrows ere we part 
Yet, though we grieve, the inevitable ill, 

Ere long, with soften'd anguish we endure: 
For time the throbbing pulse hath power to still. 

And dose the woimd which reason could not cure. 
But if the averted look too plainly tell 

Constrained civilities* from those we love; 
If all our warmth the frigid air repel, 

'Tis ours (the wish sincere, thqugh heaven approve) 
A slow-consuming heart-ake to sustain. 
Whilst each cold look renews the sense of pain ! 

P. 

• In his " Epistle to a Cqllege Friend," Mr. P. contrasts 
those cold civilities with the wannth of College friendship. 
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<« Gay fancy sparkled, as our glasses fiird : 
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** Then the fair outline of our hopes we drew, 
** And fondly nurs'd them, as each figure grew ; 
** Sketched for our different friends the future plan» 
*' And formed our systems, as our wishes ranj 
** Contented crown'd a living with a wife, 
*' Nor mark'd the varied ills that chequer life} 
*« View'd, halcyon -bright, domestic case appear, 
** Nor saw pale grief distain it with a tear; 
«« Bade the sweet pledges of affe6lion rise, 
" To melting blushes, and entrancing eyes 5 
«< Pifhir'd the bliss of love's romandc mom, 
<< And prest the rosy couch without a thorn ! 

<< But ah! too soon the dear delusive dream 
«* Fled with the golden groves of Academe \ 
*• Too soon, in scenes of vulgar life, I found 
** The hoarfirost scattered by indifference round; 
*• While envy's cloud diMis'd its sullen gloom, 
•* And blasts from avarice nipp'd young fimcy's bloom.' 

See PoLWHELE's Poems. 
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SONNET XIL 



Or by the ivy'd abbey's solemn shade. 

Or through the clefted mountain's secret dell, 

Whose hoary sides in awful grandeur swell. 
Be mine to wooe sweet Contemplation's aid; 
For, well I ween, that 'mong these lone retreats. 

What time the grey fly 'gins her evening flight; 
With musing step, and slow, she here repeats 

Her vesper walk 'till beams the star of light : 
And much her aid I need — ^for she can trace 

The quick transitions of this earthly state, 
And mark the folly of the worldling's chace : — 

'Tis hers to elevate the quickening soul. 
To bid the mantling heart with hope dilate. 

And burft impetuous for the immortal goal ! 



ao6 
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SONNET Xni. 



Xhose sylvan Shades, vrhere erst the woodman's 
stroke 

Spread dire alarms, and gave the fearful sound 
' To forests wide, and groves with age embrown'd. 
When from the covert of the sacred oak 

The Dryad shrunk aghast, and felt the wound. 
Ere on its trunk the gath'ring tempests broke. — 

Those syWan shades ! no more shall dread the rage 
Of greedy sacrilege, or the more fetal waste 
That marks the spendthrift's undistinguish'd haste; 

But all untouch'd shall spread their boughs with ag^: 
And there the Dryads shall again resort, 
And tr^ping fays and rural fewns disport. 

S. 
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SONNET XIV. 



W^HiLE swardiy Noon the glowing earth invades. 
And through the sky the ra^ng dog-star beams. 
Be mine, to lay me, where the cooling streams 

Wind through the covert of those sylvan shades; 
Those sylvan shades, that shield the musing eye 

From the light dazzlings of each garish ray. 

Amid the ragings of the sweltering day, 
Preclude the fervid blast, the parching beam deny; 

While, as the feather'd hours unruffled glide. 

With hoary Druids old that here in peace reside, 
Sweet converse do I. hold, and hncy brings 

From Afona^s hallow'd groves the sacred store 

Of treasur'd wisdom, and the mystic lore 

That spurns the earthly clog, and to the empyreum* 
wings. 
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SONNET XV. 



1 HE beam of mom bcspan^ o'er the glade. 
And tips yon pine-clad mount with golden dies : 
The gloom that brooded o'er the low vale flics. 

And silence hastens from the sun-pierc'd shade* 

For hark ! the sylvan nunstrels carol loud. 
Waking the echo 'mid her vaulted bower. 
Ah ! blithe and joyous is the lightsome hour, 

When mom's bright radiance no black storms enshroud. 

But Where's yon prospeft's pride, where all its boast, 
When low'ring tempests darken o'er thcL scene ^ 

Lo ! in the howling blasts each charm is lost. 
And dim the vale, which late so gay was seen. 

Ah! what are life's best hopes, but such as these ? 

Its cloud misfortune — and its storm disease. 

S- 
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Hail, Silence! mistress of this secret deli, 
O'er which a charm thy magic wand hath thiDwn^ 
Here on the tufted bank thou fonn*st thy throne, 

And faery nymphs and dryads with thee dwell. 

What time the dog-star blazes through the sky. 
Amid thy shdter'd groves I see thee sit, 
No garish beam thy spreading oaks admit, 

Their shade impervious to the prying eye* 

The curled streams not here their chiding keqx, 
But as a mirror spreads the slumbering lake; 
The whisp'ring zq)hyrs barely seem awake^ 

While o'er the waters their light pinions sweep. 
Haill lovely xnistress of the musing soul. 

For thou canst hush its woes, and every pang con- 

troul* . 

S. 
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SONNET XVIL 



WRITTEN 1791* 



Ah! wherefore urg^ my weary limbs to dixiib 
Again with fruitless toil the Aonian mount f 
Why bid me quaff CastaUefs nedar'd fount; 
And, stretch'd in rapture on the brow suUime, 

Mark the fair forms that 'mid Parnassus stray 
Gliding through sunny glade or shadowy bower, 
Like orient beams that g^d the vernal shower. 

And trace each image in the living lay? 
How vain the attempt when envy mines the way, 
And MALICE lends to ignorance the sneer f 
While POWER, with aspeft colder than the ray 

Of the pale star that chills the polar sky, 
Withers the sacred leaf to Phoebus dear. 
That else would time and Jove's red bolt defy.* 

V. 

* Mr. P. who resides in a difierent ndghbourhoody seems 
to unite with Mr. V. in lamenting the same baleful influence. 

—————— " What avails 



f Thy every effort with the vulgar crew. 
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«' Ify drcled by the pleasiunes, and begirt 

*' With goi^geouB pomp, a great we hath debauched 

** Their groveling minds !" 

'Tis in^ch a situation (our author sajrs) that 



• ** Merit mourns 



«* The transient influence of its duteous toils, 

*< And droops, unheeded, in the sickly shade ! 

** There too, submitted to its humble sphere, 

** The mind, that might have sprung aloft, sinks down 

*• In feeble acquiescence; never more 

** To exert the native powers of free-bom man. 

'< *Tis thus the caged lark, denied to soar, 

** Amid the orient's kindling light, and dip 

*< His pinions in the moming-tin6tur*d cloud, 

" Yet pecks the verdure of his little turf, 

" Within his nan*ow bound, content and tame !*' 

English Orator, p. 176. 

In these lines, however, as well as in the Sonnet, there it 
a strain of complaint too abje6^ and humiliating for the free 
sons of Apollo. Even the modem bard can look, without 
trembling, on opulence and power: he can detach the cba* 
raSirs of the great from the adventitious circumstances that 
surround them : he can examine those charafters with cool 
attention— undazzled by the false glare which over-awes the 
multitude : and he can discover the result of his examination 
with a spirit that marks his independence. But, if insulted, 
he disdains to suppress his feelings $^and, sometimes, passion 
gives a high colouring to the portraits of truth ! 
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SONNET MX. 

WKITTIll AT 

PIEMCIFIEID Of MONUOUTBSHJRl. 



PiERC£FiXLD ! the cfaoioc of Gods, if earthly Grime 
Had yet forixxnto tempt celestial ire; 
Whose bowers have nuiv'd the themies of ancient 

ifayme, 
Whose caves resounded to the Dniid-Iyres 

Bold as thy finta^ as thy rodu sidiliaae. 
Could verse refledl the raptures they mpire^ 
Her voioB, supericx' to the n^ oE time, 
Might call on endless ages to admire. 

But short the reigp of art— for see below, 
Her darkling veil the paUkl ivy throw 
Around the ^^ass-^own sMx/s* roofless wall; 

And yon tall cliff, whose suounit lifted high 
The banner'd castk'sf warlike symmetry, 
Mock from his edge the fragments as they fall 



^ Tintcrn-Abbcy. -f- Cbepitow-Cutle. 

w. 
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SONNET XX. 



TO THX AUTHO*. Of TIS 

DRAMATIC POEM OF CHARACTACC/S. 

Lo ! at the poet's call from ancient night, 
Druid, and patnot-bard, and chieftain brave. 
Who bent on freedom, or a glorious grave. 
To veteran arms qppos'd thdr native mighty 

When past the diffs, that break the Bel^c wave. 
The Julian eagles wing'd a bolder flight 
To reach the bound where TbuWs icy cave 
RefleAs the doubtful sun*s declining li^t. 

Yet, Mason ! yet another task remains 
To fill the trump of Albiofi^s early fame; 
Be thine to paint superior to his chains 

The captive prince before the Claudian throne. 
While Rome beholds with tributary shame 
The lofty port of virtue once her own. 

W. 
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SONNET XXI. 

TO 

A LADY. 



Accept, fair patriot! from the muse's hand. 
This myrtle-crown with roses interleaved— 
This stretch'd on yonder diiF thy poet weav'd, 
Imbower'd by rocks, by rising breezes fann'd; 

Mean time his eye the boundless ocean scann'd. 
Whose waves with pausing sound his ear relieved. 
And £incy dwelt on naval palms atchiev'd 
By seag^ Albion's tutelary band* 

Nor thou rgedl, however rudely twin'd, 
Those native emblems of thy face and mind. 
Nor scorn the verse which honest warmth inspires; 

For well thou know'st that art can ill controul 
The wild luxuriance of a British soul. 
When freedom animates, and beauty fires. 

W. 
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SONNET XXn. 



Xo paint the mom diffused on yonder cheek. 
And catch the noon-beam issuing from that eye. 
Or with that form to make the maible vie— - 
Such let a Reynolds, or a Wilton sedc : 

Powerless, whatever she feel, their force to speak 
The wondering Muse shall wait in silence by, 
'Till either art with a desponding sigh 
Resign the steel, and own the pencil weak« 

But should Heaven wijl some forming band divine 
To bid one finished piece at length outshine 
The worshiped star of Medicean fiunc. 

Still may the poet with refle<S^ed pride, 
By beauty less than virtue dignifyM, 
In social strains a Cavendish proclaim, 

W. 
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SONNET XXra. 

TO THE 

EARL Of CARLISLE, 
THEN VICEROY OF IRELAifD. 



Who hath nM heard, by after-poets told, 
How through deserted rocks, and barren sand, 
Tom from the dying master's tuneless hand, 
Down Thracian streams the lyre of Orpheus roll'd? 

The Muse beheld— iior mindless that of old 
Her infant strains the rising city plann'd, 
Exalted fair among the starry band 
The plastic shell rcnew'd in heavenly mold. 

Ierne's harp alike attention daims, 

Which now her willing hand submits to thine^ 
O muse-lov'd Howard, first of English names! 

'Tis thine to raise her injur'd strings anew, 
Till, every lastmg glory call'd in view. 
Admiring ages hail the work divine. 

W. 
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SONNET XXIV. 



wjtxrrxN AT 



A VIGNON IN THE SOUTH OF FRANCE. 



Enchanting lute! that, touch'd by £uicy's hand, 

Hast oft beguA'd my solitary way, 

Since ill at ease I left my native land 

Through foreign scenes with heedless steps to strayi 
As pause we now, where love's inventive band 

With martial trumpets mix'd the Muse's lay. 

Where manners soften'd at her mild command. 

To names rever'd what ofiering shall we pay? 
Kor should thy voice ineloquently sound. 

Did not the poet's art, since Emma &o¥m'd. 

And lover's hope in sympathy decay; 
For once it knew to please a brighter maid 
. Than yet Falclusa*s'^ thick impending shade 

Sequester'd panting from the noon-tide ray. 

W. 

• The fouotain of Petrarch^ near Avi^nen, 
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SONNET XXV. 



REVISITING THE UNIVERSITY OF OXFORD. 



Again I trace finom Cberwett's wUowy tide 
Yon Gothic towers with peaceful trophies hung. 
Whose circling groves the varied scene divide. 
Where many a sage hath mus'd, and poet sung; 

WhUe recent memory prompts from every side 
The wonted accents of her infant tongue. 
Shall silence here the Muse's transport hide, 
Where first her vocal harp she fondly strung? 

Scenes of my youth ! when fancy's quickeninjg power 
Endear'd the lonely walk, the social hour, 
O ! could your placid influence now remove 

The restless inmates of a feeling frame; 
The tempter luxury, the tyrant love. 
And, direr far, the sacred thirst of fame! 

W. 
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WIllTTBM AT 

A SMALL COUNTRY-HOUSE IN CORNWALL^ 



" CauM fuit pitcr hU! " 

Hot. 



In these nc^t&cd walls a father's day 
Serenely clos'd, imconsdous of a stam^ 
Whom an unknown to fame's unequal strain 
Refle£Hon's sweeter voice did well repay. 

Nor thou, his lov'd retreat, of fate complain, 
Whose praise may last while prouder scenes decay. 
Where native floods the painted arch disdain. 
And pagod-spires their shivering pomp display. 

Nor, had the plunder'd East her spoils resigned. 
And mimic Gai^ps through thy pastures roU'd, 
Mig^t haply peace have sooth'd the master's mind, 

Or late reflediqn lent his death a smile; 

' Nor could his weeping son the costly pDe 

With equal joy, or gratitude, behold. 

W. 
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WM.OU 

BACCHYLIDES. 



Come, tranquil peace, mth wealth and plenty crown'd. 

Sweet child of sated war, and bleeding wrong; 

Thy festive days the poet's youthful throng 
In rival lays immortalize, while round 
The crowded altafs lowing bulls resound, 

And shepherds tune their oaten reeds to song. 
Farewel) the glittering spear, and martial sound. 

Welcome the rust-grown shield and mouldy thong. 
No more the warlike trumpet's dread alarms 

Shall rouse the solder from Vus dear embrace; 
The sons of Aiars pursue with Cupid's arms. 

And lose their sorrows in love's softer chace; 

The feast, the song, whate'er mankind delight. 

And beauty's smile to calmer joys invite. 

W. 
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OocTOR, or bachelor, or knight in art, 
Whose skill this soft defenceless frame may prove; 
If ever beauty did engage your love, 

Shield a fair form from death's unerring dart. 

So shall your growing fiune no rival thwart, 
But science waft your name to courts above^ ^ 
Where wealth and honour in one circle move^ 

And royal fees the bloody hand impart. 
Oft had AfoUo\ sons with wond'rous power 
Rais'd on the dying cheek health's blooming flower: 

For /Eiculapim oft had Rome reviv'd. 
And slaves* thdr life and liberty regained. 

Long ere the infant art to man aniv'd. 

Or Freindj or Mtad^ or mighty Sydenham reign'd. 

W.N. 

* " By an ediA of Claudius, the slaves, who regained their health 
** in the porch of jEscuUpiui, recovered their liberty." 

SutTONIUS. 
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SONG I. 



Xhe sighs that from her bosom part, 

Wafted by gentle Pity, shew 
Louisa's warm and feeling heart, 

That trembles to the touch of woe. 
Oft as her charming sorrows heave, 

I melt in kindred sympathy: 
Yet, though, to pleasure lost, I grieve, 

Louisa hath no tear for me. 
The tender tale hath Edward told. 

And bade the fond emotion rise- 
Alas ! that heart is only cold. 

Is only cold — ^when Edward sig^s ! 
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That languish of the lusfrous blue. 
Which mdts in Charlotte's tearful eye^ 

Seems like the violet's tender dew. 
Where gently breathes a zephyr's sig^ 

n. 

Soft as at eve the violet glows. 
The trembling tear may Pity move; 

Cut, Charlott£, if the brighter rose 
Hath charms, O steal a blush for Love f 
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THE BLUSH OF SIMPLICITY. 



While Mary, conscious that she loves, 

Would hide the crimson's transient hue, 
She vols the blush, which only proves 

A heart to Love and William triie. 
In erring maids, that fondly stray, 

A tinge as bright as thine we see; 
Yet clouded looks its source betray, 

Unknown to innocence and thee. 
No cloud thine eyes of candor know. 

To shade their sweet expression o'er; 
But, to the soft-suffusii^ glow. 

They kindle quick, and sparkle more. 
Ah ! may such glances ever speak 
The « Sin^e Blush" on Maky's cheek! 



P. 
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SONG IV, 



THE FAINTING KISS. 



" Ah, faithless fair one," Owen cries, 

" How are my fondest vows repaid ! 
<< Alas ! thy bosom's secret sig^ 

'^ Heave for the swain in yonder shade. 
" The Chaplet I so vainly wove 

" (Ah! now no longer priz'd) nstore: 
" Yet, was the moment crown'd with love, 

" When that dear pledge my Ellen wore." 
« Take, take,' she cried, * that pledgp of hiissy 

' But first, a dearer pledge display: 
* O ^ve me, give me hack the ¥.i$s, 

* Which, then, caug)it aU my soul away/ 
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SONG V, 



Though winter hath stript of its leaves 

Each oak that o'ershadow'd the scene; 
Yon hill yet unfadingly heaves 

To the breezes its bosom of green. 
The eye, that hath pensively stray'd 

O'er the foliage strown pale in the grove, 
Retum'd with delight to the shade 

By the fir and the cerasus wove: 
But with sweeter emotions we sec 

The spring's glowing verdure appear; 
And we love the fresh buds of the tree 

That had died in the gloom of the year« 



R. 
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See, Laura, hpw cold are the tints 

Of that snow-drop, afraid of the gale, 
Thou^ its delicate feebleness hints, 

That spring shall soon colour the vale. 
Thus sweetly, when Hymen appeared. 

Thy bashfulness sou^t to retire; 
Yet, what it so tremblingly fear'd, 

It could not but fondly desire. 
And thu^> though the lustre was cold 

Which slept in thy languishing eye; 
Thy virgin timidity told, 

That the spring-time of pleasure was nighf 
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If, Delia, from thy form, or fecc, 

I cau^t the earliest beam of love; 
Without a moreattra(!Uve grace, 

Haply such charms might transient prove. 
'Tis not thy shape, of purest mould; ' 

'Tis not thy check of crimson hue; 
That constant still this heart could hold, 

And yet, to love can keep it true. 
Delia ! 'tis that superior charm 

Which dwells within thy virtuous mind^ 
That shall for e'er this bosom warm. 

And ties of truest love shall bind. 
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To M 

Whenever I see thy t< 

With sickness or with g 

When thy soft looks da 

How exquisite thy sense 

When the tear glitters in 

For thee, sweet Maria 

Again, when health resu 

And joy sits smiling pn t 

Thy humoimous wit, an( 

In frolic mazes as they str 

Enforce me still, do what 

To die for thee, sweet M. 

When in yet happier hour 

Thy soul to harmony incli 

See thy hand touch the tr< 

And hear each melting soi 

Then am I lost in extasy. 

And die, sweet Mariann 
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EPITAPHS. 



THOMAS POLWHELE, Esq: 

LATE OF POLWHUE9 

IT THE 

REVEREND J. B.C. OFGLYNH. 



Let adulation pour the venal strain 

O'er the proud ashes of the gifieat and vain: 

Whilst gratitude, with rude unfeigned lays. 

Shall haste, Polwhblb, to speak thy juster praise; 

And piety, in tears of joy, shall tell 

How firm the Christian stood, how calm he fell ! 

J. B. C. 
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TWO CHILDREN OF R. POLWHELE^ 

fiUBIEO IN THE SAME GRAVE, 

1789. 

Ah) babes ! could heaven in mercy give 

Your forms to mortal eye, 
But a few moments doom'd to live — 

Just shewn on earth, to die? 

Weak man! the vain enquiry ceas^ 
Why heaven hath call'd them hence : 

Pure from the world, they died in peace— 
They died in innocencei 
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LINES 

TO THS tcEMOHY Of 

BRIGADIER CEURRAL HOPE, 

GOVERNOR OF QUEBEC^ 
WHERE HE DIED IN 1789, AGED 43. 



Yes ! HE is torn from mortal sight— 
For earth such virtues were too bright ! 
Yet memory shall to man hold forth 
The beauteous mirror of his worth : 
The Patriot's ardour thence inspire. 
And beam the Hero's vivid fire; 
With a more placid lustre, lend 
The soothing spirit of the friend; 
And fond connubial bliss impart, 
Reflefted from the husband's heart; 
Whilst she who deem'd each pleasure o'er, 
And fancied life could charm no more, 
Shall own the iaded scene still dear. 
Since yet he sheds his influence here. 

P. 
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TRAN3LAT10M OF 

BISHOP LOWTWs EPITAPH 

ON HIS DAUGHTER. 



Adieu, dear maid, in whose accomplish'd mind 

Each female excellence, each virtue grew, 
Devotion, genius, modesty, combin'd; 

Oh ! dear beyond a daughter's name — adieu i 
Adieu, dear maid! though for a while we part. 

The time will come, (if favouring heaven approve. 
And deem me worthy) when my conscious heart 

Assures me, we shall meet in realms above. 
TTien, with what fervent transport shall I say. 

In those bright scenes where endless pleasures reign, 
" Hither, my dear Maria! bend thy way, 

" Oh ! come to these paternal arms again !** . 

W. D. 
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